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To the Illuſtrious PRINCE 


CHARLES 


DUKE of RICHMOND) | 
and LENOX, 1 


EARL of MARCH and, DAL EN, 


BARON of 5 ETTRINGTON and M ETHUEN, 
AND | 
. Knight of the moſt Noble Order of the Gare 


4 5 
3 


My Lox, 


Moſt humbly beg your Giece to forgive the pres 
1 ſumption f this Dedication, * to let me be 
ſo far oblig d to your Candor and good Nature} 
to accept this C omedy as a particular Mark of my 
Duty and Veneration: I could not miſs this oppor 
fs of making my Inclinations publick, now cad 
I doubt but that the ſame indearing Aﬀabilaty which 
ſhines from your Grace upon all * Morld, willaas 


Preſent cheriſh a little this Poetical Anlerun in 
33 
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i not, my Lord, without conſiderable Satiſc 
F fattion, that I know ſome of the Scenes of this Piece 
ere ſo happy to cauſe your Diverſion, and ingage 
© your Liling, when it had the Honour of your Grace's 
EF Preſence at the time of Action; your obliging Cen- 
FE ſure and Incouragement, not only at that time doing 
ea noble Favour and Benefit, but alſo brought 
Veſb into my Mind the Idea of former Majeſty 
of Glorious Memory, from whom you had your II- 
Eluſtrions Being, whoſe excellent Temper, join d with 
Egamirable fudgment, would often, like another 
Apollo, graciouſly inſpire the adventrous Muſes, 
ECamongſt whoſe encourag'd Band, mine was not 
e leaſt honour d with bis Favour and Indulgence ) 
And whonow, methinks, each happy Day, I behold 
nem in your Grace's Perſon and Character. 
I ſhall not inquire of any ill=natur'd Critick, whe- 
er this Comedy be good or no, neither wanting, 
Wor caring for his Opinion, it being ſufficient to fix 
oy Credit, that it was read and put to the I eſt be- 
Wore ſome of the beſt Judges the Stage has, and re- 
ud with general Liking by both Houſes, before 
Alion; and tho the faulty length, a Rock 
Piel ſometimes (do what we can) me cannot ſave 
War ſelves from ſplitting on, and ſome ill Perfor= 
ance: of under Parts, made that part of it tedious 
we firſt Day; yet I make no doubt in the 2 
fo | the 
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the Plot and Humors being obſerved and digeſted, 
your Grace will find the Honour you did it was not 
altogether loſt. . 5 
It 5s not every Poets Talent, my Lord, in this 
Age, to invent a good Plot, or adorn his Play with 
that material Decoration ſo proper, and ſo applauded 
in former Times; yet that there is one in this, 1 
dare affirm : And thoſe that will but be pleas d care 
fully to read the firſt Ad, will find à Story not only 
intricate and difficult to be contrivd, but divertive 
and full of Variety. And as for that part of the 
Audience, whoſe Heads full of volatile Chimera g, 
. expeting other ſort of flaſhy Entertainment, would 
not let em mind the opening of it, and ſo conſequent= 
ly loft the Connexion, and indeed the Pleaſuae of the 
following Ace, I am not mortified at all at their. 
Cenſure, I know the Niceneſs of their Palates very 
well, and dare be ſo bold to ſay, can pleaſe em at 
2 much cheaper rate, than with a good Plot and Cha- 
racer; but muſt beg leave to hint, as once-a fa=- 
nous old Author did upon the very ſame occaſion, 


I gave em Meat, 
But they would Acorns eat: 
Still undiſtinguiſh'd by their vicious Taſt 


The choice Pomgranat, Oc. 


However. 


However, to countervail their illneſs of Appe- 
tite, another part of thoſe that ſaw it were well 
enough ſatisfied with their Gollation, and I as much 
pleas'd that it was not diſtaſtful to em. 

And here ] believe it a Duty incumbent on me to 
EF _. acknowledge alſo, that as I thought my ſelf ver 
E  bhappy in * 1 onour your Grace did — hn 
iufinitely oblig'd by the uncommon Favour and Orna- 
EF ment ſome he Ladies of the firſt Rank, as well as 
'* others, were pleas'd to confer ; which extraordinary 
Condeſcention, as the Beauty of their Perſons and Me- 
©  rit will be renownd for ever, ſhall perpetually have 
Place in my grateful Memory. And to conclude, this 
Trouble given your Grace, I beg leave to aſſure you 
E  dikewiſe, as laſting ſhall be my Wiſhes for your 
Health, Happineſs, and increaſe of Honour, who am, 


* kj My Noble Lord 4 


Your Grace's moſt humble, 


and obedient Servant, 


"+ 8. 


Spoken 8 Mr. Fl 


F Comick Scenes cou d pleaſe like capring Tricks, 
1 Or could be founded with Italian 6, 


te might 4775 this Play would laſt ſox Weeks. 
Ant 


ace that only cam your Mirth e, 

you grow weary of Grimace and Joke, 8 
We too muſt try to traffick croſs tbe Water, 
Five hundred raiſe for ſome rare foreign Matter, 
A Portion for an Engliſh Farmer's Daughter. 
But then you'll ſay, the we muſt all confeſs 
Tis for the Nation's Fame, why truly yes : 
In time of War, when Gold's uf uſe to ſome, 
10001. given tunefully from home, 
Shews us the 0 ools in Chriſtendom. 
Ah! ſad, ſad — for ſence theſe things muſt be, 
What is become, good Sirs, of Comedy ? 
In ſhort, I mean, what will become of me ? 
You know the Talent given to honeſt Will; 
Ton know to play the Fool I have ſome Skit, 
But a meer Devil at Italian Trill. 
For ſhould you put my Voice to quaver ſmall, 
How like Wang bt G imalkin ſkould ] ſquawl ? 
No, tis the rare high Notes that fire your — 
And rare hich Words too, tho not * 
For bating ſome few Travellers come 2 
Tho have for breeding made the Tour of Rome, 
Each Ditty, chanted b the dear bought fair, 
ſs Arabick to all the Judges there : 
Vet theſe ſtrange times, 15 much our Pains ye wrong, 
Both half a Jeſt will do, and half a Song 
And truly to be plain, as things go now, 
I fear from us too, half a Jeſt muſt do. 
Our Overſeers too cheriſh Reformation, 


And turn to humble 2 1 Maggot? of s the Nation 5 
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* ie Frologne. 
From all our Plays fo ſlice the pleaſant Stuff, 
They hardly leave 4 Whim to make ye laugh. 
Our late abſolving Saint new broach'd this Trade, 
He that late, huge, falſe Dicłionary made, 
And left Reforming to be better paid. | 
Time was, when merry Jokes Diverſion made ye, 
And without cauſu.g Blaſh cou'd pleaſe my Lady, 
Nom frigid Elders have baptix d em Bawdy. 
And if our comick Scene a Coxcomb ſhews, 
For fear the Figure ſhould offend ſome Beaus, 
Per gives a great long Daſh, and out it goes. | 
Th word Cuckold too, the ſtaple Jeſt o'th' Town 
Is .croſs'd quite out for fear a Spot be thrown 
* To ſoil the Fur of ſome warm City Gown. 
ben for ſham Oaths, ſuch as adzooks, igad, 
| They ſeratch out Shoals of them as they were mad 
- , KRwake at each Page where the word Devil abounds, 
And ſtart, as ſcar d out of their Wits, at Zounds. 
Sy much reform d is now our Stage become, 
- That every Play that comes corrected ume, 
For want of e Jeſt, Conceit, or Satyr, 
Fop Character, and ſuch divertive Matter, | 
Ou, ſerateh d and mangled," whether Verſe or Proſe, © 
Like a maim'd Statue in a Garden ſhews, | 
With Hands broke off, one Foot, and half a Noſe ; 
Or tatter d Jack-a-lents that Fields adorn, 
Het up to ſcare the Jackdaws from the Corn. 
Net this Wit-clipping Age, would Criticks chuſe, 
Lille " ploquer' Alte to aſſaſt the Muſe, ., 
Our Poet could not by mean Cenſure fall, 
But like Bavaria, they're for Empire all; 
And Tyrant like, diſdaining mod rate Sway, 
As twere a German Town, attack each Play. 
IF fo, for Aid he humbly ſues to them 
ho hope to rout the French, to vote for him; | 
And then, when we our Common-wealth's Man ſbem, 
And Country Gatty with her Furbeloe; 
If Plot, Wit, Humour can Attention draw, 
Ton ſhall diverted be without Sol fa. 


&** — Y <0 


F. 


Eliev'd from Guardian and my childiſh Gown, - © | 

_ The Country Dirt bruſht off, juſt jogg'd to Town, * \ 
F got to th Ka ſtraight, and paid my Crown: | 
F ſearce ſat down, when th Poet of this 
Begg d me to make an Int reſt for his Play, 
Oh law! "tis ſuch a thing, what ſhall 1 7 2 
For I have vow'd to dot, and hope I ſhall prevail , 
A Fifty thouſand Pound Girl, ſure can't Fil 
What, tho I'm married, and confin'd in Shew,” 
There's two words to a Bargain ſtill you Rnow. ke | 
Stay, let me ſee then, what kind Friends are here, | ISS 
Ob! there's a Wink from one, and theres a Leer. Views che Ft. 
And there's a Knight, — icads, a Burgeſs too * a 
For me, and half my Sum would make black blew, 
Vote down Court Fav'rites, to make me a La 
Pardon, Sir Knight, 
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I am beſpoke —— 5  [Curtfiess » 
That Lawyer too, who that grave Figure makes, 
Mitb Ink, Brotes, Parchment Cheeks, and Noſe of Wax, "> 
| Gs as if be'd give, in ſome fit place, 3 4 ö 
A hundred Pounds for pleading in my Caſe. 2 | 
Ods niggs, but noto I Took a little higber, [Looking at the middle Galler, 8 
*Mongft the good Husbands of the middle Tire, CFR 1 
N vads tis he | Wa; | 
F 
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Tonder's a Non Con Parſon, 
ac Catechiz*d me 70 at a; : 1 

ay, — you tan't know him, for he's chung d to Day, . 
And like true Shepherd cloathed all in Grey. * | 
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MEN. 


Sir Fumbler Old mode, a rich old covetous 
Knight, a Lover of _ ancient Methods | 
and Faſhions of Queen Elixabeth's Days, ver 
zealous for his Cauſe, and tho cri 7 with * by Mr. 
the Gout, and muffled Hand and Foot, yet | Johnſon. 
rpetually buſie in all things relating to | 
worldly Affairs, and getting Riches, ' 


& Frederick, his Son, a young Gentleman, a great 
Lover of Court Modes, and the new Method 5 By Mr. Witke. 


of living, ſomewhat extravagant, but witty, 
good natur d, and a Man of Honour. 


ll. Queenlove, a well-bred honeſt Country 


Gentleman and Scholar, Neighbour and 


+ Friend to Frederick, moderate in Opinion, > By Mr. Milts. 


and pleas'd with the preſent Reign and Po- 


ſture of Affairs, — in Love with Lucia. 
Mlonſieur de Piſtole, a hot- headed French Mer-) 
cbhant, who being of his Nation's Party and 


— 


Humour, decrys the War, and our Proceed- 
- ings: He was correſpondent wich Sir Fun- 
bler's Brother, Sir Lyonel, in France, who dy'd C By Mr. Bower. 
there; and by him being ſent over and truſted | | 
with his Will, in which a vaſt Eſtate is given 
to Gatty ; his Deſign is to wheedle Sir Fum- 
 bler, and get her a Wife for his Son Tomazo. | 
Tom. Piſtole, al. Don Tomazo, a young im a 


dent : OP, on to Piſtole; who being ſent b 
into Spain by his Father, and living 7 Years! , ? 
at Toledo, is intected wih all the Spaniſh f EY Mr. Cibber. 
Formalities and Follies, a great Pretender to | 

Politiques, Buſineſs and Intrigue. 


Mifteriuas 


Miſterious Mag got head, Mayor of Coventry, a} | e 
whimſical conceited Fellow, a rigid Fanatick | "183-251 
and Commonwealth's Man, anda great Railer| . 5 

àgainſt high ap e et poet | 
Party; he was left Guardian to Mils (att SEP 
by Sir * during his Abode at Mafalles Nr. Pinkemas. | 
where hedy'd; and being let into the Secret | 
of the Will, is uneaſie at Sir Fumbler's Hopes "of 
of an Heir, privately defigning to over-reach | 
all Pretenders, and have Gatty for himſelf. . *þ 

Major Bombard, an old ſurly Malecontent, who | 
refus'd to ſerve all the laſt Reign, and now * 
E as uneaſie in the pre- By Mr. Crea. « 

t, not being offer d a Commiſſion anſwe- 4 
9 _ his ſuppos'd Merit. Font | — 
ain Crimp, a London Sharper, pretendi .< 
— Civility and Modeſty, and — — By Mr | 
the Country with Deſign to bubble Country ( Nr. Boyſe. * 7 


4 on 2 Play. N FY 
lymor Hookem, (A Lover of Fiſhing, : ' 
ack Jowler, 5 A Lover of Hunting. 5 Com * 
oby Touch-hole, © A Lover of Shooting. WEL x 


Abram, a formal old faſhion d Fellow, Steward „ Babibb. - 
to Sir Fumbler. | 957 My Fe . 
Combwig, Valet to Fred, airy and new faſhion d. Mr. Fairbank. 


WOMEN. A 


Lady Oldmode, a Coquet, firſt courted by Fred, PR 
but afterwards by her Subtilty married to Sir n 3 
 Fumbler; yet through Fondneſs to him, car- | 
rying on Fred's Deſign upon his Father, coun- > By Mrs. Moor. 
terfeits her ſelf with Child, and humours her 
Husband in his antique Formalities, and co- 
Lacie, D — Fumbler, T bred 2 
Lxcia, Daughter to Sir er, Town-br 
0d with © By Mrs, Oldfield. 
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"Dramas Ferlong © 


g, Niece to Sir Fumbler, being Daugh-J 
ter to Bernard, alſo deceas d, his youngeſt | 
Brother, to whom Sir Lyozel in his Will gave | 


his whole Eſtate of kik thouſand Pounds 8 12 
at her Day of Marriage, provided Sir Fuwbler ; 
Had no Iſſue till the Age of ſixty three: Off 

a witty pleaſant Humour, tho childiſh and f By Mrs. Moor. | 

. Country-bred ,* and banters her conceited rut 
> Grardian with her Hatred of London Fa- | 

=”  fſhions, to gain more Liberty of Converſe ; | 
but in private very eager to hear Town News, | 
and very quick in making Remarks on an 
mn Love with Fred. | -. 
| Smickes her Maid, a wanton Hoyden. / 

Probleme, a prating impertinent Nurſe, Lady 

4 Oldmode's Confident, valuing her ſelf upon e By Mrs. Knight. 

* making Medicines and Co erves. 


ow Clowns, Singers, Fidlers, Dancers, and Attendants, 
Men and Women. 


5 Tie SCENE, COVENTRY. 
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Country Miff wi th her Furbeloe. 


ACT I SCENE L 
Enter Queenlove and Lucia. | 


Queen. 


ye, Madam, you can't ſure be weary fo ſoon; 
a young Lady of your Wit and Beauty ſhould 
tir d with 2 Morning Love Addreſs, than with the 


* no more 


cuſtomary Prayers ſhe hears; for Love is a ſort of Devotion 
too, and not only ſhould beget Reſpect, but likewiſe ingage 


Patience. 


Lacie. Oh, Sir, the devout part of Love has been left oft 
2 great while ; in the good old former Days indeed, when 


the Lover came a wooing with a Verſe out of Solomon s Song, 
the caſe was different ; but now adays they take hints out of 
ſome Catch-book or Treatiſe of new Court Ditties, which 


are all ſo common, and generally ſo dull, you muſt not wonder 


if I fear the reſult of yours. my 
Queen. Madam, I'll ingage my e te may ſafely dif- 
card all fear of me, if that give the occaſion ; for I ſhall _ 
| | er 


; AY, nay, your Ear a little longer, I beſcech 


2 The Old Mode and the New, or, 
ther court ye in Tow Sternhold's grave Sonnets, nor in Tow 
| Durfey's airy ones, being equally unskill'd in both; but if 1 
may, Without dying your Checks too much in Scarlet, have 
liberty to repeat the old Story, and ſay, I paſſionately love you, 
there's the Sum total, without troubling you or my ſelf either, 
about Particalars. 1 8 
Tais. Ohl you are good at Accompts I ſee, Sir, and I had 
beſt call m Father, or his Steward Abrams, to entertain ye, 1 
was never skill'd in Arithmetick, #5 \ "28 
Queen. Oh! Units I know you muſt underſtand, and a very 
little Pains taking, Madam; brings ye to Diviſion, and 
Multiplication, they are things in courſe. 5 
Lacia. Nay, Mr. Queenlove, if you impoſe upon my Under- 
ſtanding, there may be Offence, tho I atn ignorant of the Terms; 
and my Brother's Friendſhip for ye is not-warrant enough to 
allow that. | 
BRueer. What! I hope you are not ſerious. 
Lia. A little inclining, a Woman ought reaſonably to be 
ſo when ſhe's non-pluſt. i | 
Queen. Ay, gad, but a Woman of Wit is ſeldom non-pluſt 
with a hard word or two; for be it in what Language it will, 
if ſhe likes the Subject, ſhe'll make a hard ſnift but ſhe'll gueſs 
| at the meaning. BS | 
| Luis. Say ye ſo, why then your Servant. [I going. 
— Veen. No, no, the Jeſt muſt not go ſo far neither as the 
| loſs of your Company - Come, IIl divert the Diſcourſe, pray 
3 how does your Father Sir Fumbler's Gout decreaſe, Madam > 
& - What new Remedys has his kind Lady usd of late, and how 
! gare they apply d—-Well, what think ye of this then, ---or like 
a true Country Dunce of a Lover, ſhall I look ſheepiſhly upon 
ye, and for want of ſomething better to ſay, begin bluntly 
with Madam, what time of Day ist, I beſeech ye? 
Lacia. Why, truly, in my Opinion, that's the beſt begin- 
ning of ſuch a Folly you can poſſibly uſe ; there's a good Mo- 
ral in that, for the Queſtion puts ye in mind of the time ye 
loſe in what ye are going about. | 
Queen. No, hang it, to keep us from ſuch Nonſence, here's 


one I ſee coming will change the Scene; your Brother, — 
Who, 


= > 
* 
x. 
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who, I know, came hither to Day to ſpeak with your Father 
about an urgent Affair, I beartily wiſh him well upon a dou- 
ble Score, and hope he has ſucceeded. e 
Licia. I much fear it, my Father's Humour and his being 
fo quite contrary. x. kar 4 Þ 

Queen. Sure the natural Indulgencies of the Soul decay by 
the Afflictions of the Body, elſe how ist poſſible ſo accompliſhe 
a Son as he ſhould miſcarry in his Father's Love? He is per- 
haps ſomewhat too'greatly minded, his Soul a little too large 
for the Confinement of his Fortune; he loves all — Plea» 
ſure at any rate that the young and gay are delighted with, 
but what of this? e + I 

Licia. What of this! and my Father hates all this, and loves 
nothing but old faſhion d forme Methods, the laudable Cuſtoms 
of the old Houſe, as he calls it; and whilſt this Humour laſts, 
there's but ſmall hopes my Brother's Buſineſs will thrive: And 
that you may be convinc'd of this, Sir, I'll leave ye to him; 
for beſides your making me bluſh with the pretty Harangue 
I know you'll have about me when y're together, there's 
Mrs. Probleme, my Mother-in-Law's Nurſe and Confident, I 
ſee coming with him; and I'd no more hear the Stuff ſhe talks 
every Minute, than I'd be condemn'd to hear a lewd Play that 
the virtuous, religious, and ingenious Grand Jury have explo- 
ded at the Quarter Seſſions. | [Exit Lucia. 

Queen. Well, Little Love, be my Pilot, I have courted her 

this two Years, tho' ignorant of her Fortune; and thanks to 

Stars, have now ſome reaſon to think there's hopes I may 

ſucceed happily ; for tho her Modeſty, join d with her cau- 

tionary regard of our Sex, ſeem d to oppoſe and toſs my 
Heart a little, her ſmiling Eyes yet ſhew'd a Calm approach- 

ing, that may be kind, and let me find my Harbour. | 

Enter Frederick and Probleme. 

Fred. Well, well, you have refreſht my Memory, and 1 
begin now to believe yorr Qualifications extraordinary, which 
cannot be doubted, you being not only my Lady my Mother- 
in-Law's Nurſe and Doctreſs, but alſo her Confident ; your 
Name too is memorably Hiſtorical —— Mrs. Mrs. Pugh —— I 
am familiar with it, Mrs. — | 

B 2 Prob. Po- 
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FTbe Old Mode and the New, or, 

"Prob. Probleme —— Probleme —— what, ſtarve me, is it poſ- 
fible, Squire, that ſo ſmall. a time's Abſence can make ye forget 

me and all former Kindneſſes? When you were a little ane 
FE was your late Mother's Woman fifteen Years, and employ'd 
in the neareſt Offices about her : I have fav'd ye many a 
whipping, you naughty Wagg you —— and is my Name al- 
moſt forgot now ? : | Fe | 

Fred. No, no, the Name of Probleme muſt be remembred 

_ whilſt Ariſtotles is in Vogue; for if 1 recollect rightly, I have 
ſeen it before a notable piece of natural Philoſephy. 
Prob. Y're. in the right, the Problemes of Ariſtotle, ay, tis 
po well penn d that; but burn me like a Toaſt, I can mend 

im in a great many things there. 

Fred. Ha, ha, ha, ha, her Amendments muſt needs be di- 
vertive —— What, my dear Queenlove, art thou fo near, then 
ill Fortune 1 dety thee 5 hark ye, Mill, this is Mrs. Probleme, 
an extraordinary Virtuoſa you muſt know, — your Honour 
. to her. He bows} Quickly humh ——Mrs. Probleme, this 
- _ Ka Gentleman that —— | | 
8 Prob. Pho, what care I for his being a Gentleman? Is he 
= ftanch, ſound at bottom, will he hold Water? 

Fred. Ah! Heart of Oak, true as Steel I warrant thee 5 what, 
you mult needs know Mr. Cueenlove. 
Prob. Ha! What the Son of the great Queenlove of War- 
wickſbire ay, tis ſo, it muſt be he, I know him now 
by the Mole on's Noſe —-- Excuſe me, Squire, I muſt ſalute 
ye— Why thou art as 'twere my own Child; about ſome 
two and twenty Years ago, before I was preferr d to my late 
Lady Old mode, I livd two Years with Madam Queenlove your 
Mother; theſe very Breaſts ſuckled ye, ye young Rake; ah, 
bleſt be her Memory, fhe was a good Woman, and I muſt 
confeſs I learnt all my Skill in Conſerving and Surgery from 
her: Odsme, ſhe would make your Jelly and all manner of Paſte, 
twould do your Heart good to taſt them; and then for heal- 
ing Balfoms, and concocting of Juices for a Diachilon Plaiſter, 
the World had not her Fellow. 
Queen. Oh! your Servant good Mrs. Proble me, ſhe has had a 
Monument already, thank ye — and for my part—— 


= | 


* 


_ 
Cn 


k ] * K 
9 


Country Mifs with her Furbelbe. 5 
Prob, And for your part, I had the firſt Charge of ye from 
the Midwife by your Mother's ſpecial Command: *Twas I that 
indulg d and moulded ye for the Comforts of this fine World 
A and you too, Friend, for all Im-almoſt forgot. 
Queen. Fine pe this fine World having two fuck» 
Companions in't to miſchief a poor Mortal as the Fleſh and 
the Devil, I don't know whether L ought to thank ye for in- 
dulging me in it or no. | | 
red. Very true, Mrs. Probleme, nor does the Kindneſs yow 
did me oblige me neither, ſo much as you imagine; the World: 
indeed indulges us young Fellows, with a Bottle and | 
Diet tolerably well, and is a Mother good enough: And as 
for the Devil, I have no reaſon to complain as yet; but for 
the Fleſh, it puts me ſo in mind of my Father's begetting me, 
and his Peacocks Humour of hating and deſtroying the Incli- 
nations of thoſe he has ingendred, that it pulls my Fancy 
even to the Pleaſures of dear Woman kind, ſo that my reaſon 
for Thanks on this occaſion is not ſo very extraordinary, I 
muſt tell ye. | 
Prob. Hah! —— how's that, you hate the Fleſh mortally, I 
warrant, and you, long Chine, do ye? tis very well; why how 
now ye arch Hypocrites ; what! ſtarve me, d'ye banter me. 
Queen. Ha, ha, ha, ha, —I Fred, d'ye abuſe your old Friend 
that has done ye ſo many Favours when you were a Yonker, hah !* , 
Fred. Favours, what, to choak me with Nettle-top Porridge 
in a Morning, and at Night a damnable Medicine for the. 
Worms. | 15 ; 
Prob. Worms, oh ! ye. young Rakes, you have ſo many «a 
of em now in your Heads, that 'twould be a. hard matter, I 
believe, for any Medicine to rid em eaſily, but no more of that: 
Good lack, the naming of Medicines has put me in mind ot. 
your Mother's agen, eſpecially of yours, youfſlg Sir, that taught 
me —— Well, reſt her Soul, ſhe was the moſt admirable Maker 
of the Wound Drink, or inward Bruize in the Univerſe, that's+ 
certain ; I have the Receipt as ready by Heart as my Prayers: - 
— You ſhall hear the variety of Ingredients, Gent. Let me ce 
Queen. So, much good. may't do ye. with your Worms, 
Sir, you muſt be giving Hints, muſt ye? WIR: 
| Prov. Ta 
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"Prob. Take of Bugles, Southern Wood, Mugwort, Sinckivile, 
Dandelion, Ribwor, White Bottles, Daizy Roots, 2 2% 
Bramble Leaves, Wild Angelica, Mint, Scabius. : 

Fred. —ds Heart, this is worſe than a Welch Ge 

Prob. Self-heal, Woodbit, Honyſuckle Buds, Hemp, 
necle, and Cumphry, of each two Handfulls z then there's 
Devils bit the beſt of all, a Root ſo ſovereign, that they ſay 
the Devil bit off half the firſt that grew, to prevent the good 
deſign d by it to the World. 

Queen. The Devil he did, — wou'd he had ſwallowed all 
= reſt on't too, for ſome preſent Reaſon that ſhall be name- 

8. 

Prob. And now I have told yo the Simpls _ (hall ogy 
the Preparations, Gent, | 

Fred. Oh! 

Prob. Take a Gallon of your deli icate Spfing Water, a Pint 

and half of fine Bermudas Lime Juice, two Quarts of the beſt 
pure Naxts Brandy, the ſame Quantity of right Lagoon White- 
wine, or Briſtol Sherry, ay, or two Quarts of each hold 
that will make 

Fred. An excellent Bowl of Punch I gad, Mrs. Probleme, that 
III ſay for your Medicine. 

Queen. Ay, and if the Doſe be taken heartily "twill ike 


”. one drunk too. 


Fred. Well, well, I will believe it however an excellent ho... 
ceipt thy own way; but prithee, my Boſom Secret, lay it by 
at preſent, and here being none but Friends now, let me know 
what good News my kind Lady has ſent to allay the Curſe of 
my Father's ill uſage of me this Morning; does our Plot thrive 
rarely about her counterfeiting her ſelf with Child > Does ſhe 
ſwell gradually, and the Feathers in the Cuſhion on her Bell 
encreaſe weekly as they ought hah —— my dear Doctreſs, 
what ſayſt thou? 

Prob. Why then all things are as your Heart can wiſh, ye 
Sinner you, ang without the paltry Device of Cuſhions I'd an 
you believe too; you know your Father's Humour of loving old 
Faſhions, and of ſeeing his Lady dreſs her ſelf in the antique 
Mode of his famous Queen Elizabeth. 


Fred. Oh! 


3 :, ö 0 0 | * * ä 
Fed. Oh! I have ſeen her in't often, her Head and Neck 
ruffled round with ſtarchd Laces, Lawns and Cambricks, and 

her Shoulders with Wings, as if ſhe were to fly; and then to 
make the Groteſque Figure more ſpacious and goodly, as he calls 
it, her Hips encompaſs d with a prodigious Fardingale. 

Prob. Well, ſtarve me, but that Fardingale has done us a 
Kindneſs now however, for by that means we have tis'd neer 
a Cuſhion ;, then I have taught her to puke and whine ſo na- 
turally, and ſo long too, that he expects every Day when ſhe'll 
cry out; and then, my mad Spark, you know what follows; 
—— well lock out a Purſe for me, d' ye hear, for I'm going 
to your Father with new Tidings: And you long Chine—drink 
Probleme's Health, d'ye hear, next time you treat the Taylor's 
Wife with a Bottle of Malaga at the three Cranes in the Poxl- 
try, ha, ha, ha. W's I Exit Prob. 

Qucen. Ha, ha, ha, I find there's as certain a Correſpon- 
dence between the Whores, the Nurſes, and the Midwives, as 
between the Merchants here and abroad, and they are equally 
induſtrious too to promote their ſeveral Occupations: But lea- 
ving her to her medicinal Faculty, let's come to thy parti- 
eular Affair, dear Fred, the Myſtery of this Child-counter- 
feiting, and the reſt of the Story between thee and this buxom 
Mother-in-Law, is a Secret thou haſt often promis d me to par- 
take of, tho we have yet wanted Opportunity. 

Fred. And twas only then, as thou ſayeſt, the want of Op- 
portunity; for be aſſured, dear Vill, my Breaſt retains no Se- 
cret I would not entirely commit to thine, and think it ſafe: 
as in my own. [ Dey embrace.] To begin then, I muſt own: 
I always had from my Infancy, as well as now, a loathing of 
my Father's ſordid Humour and Method of Living, tho' ever 
dutiful to him in all things elſe; ſo that as ſoon as I could 
write Man, unable to live at home, I receiv'd what ſmall Al- 
lowance he thought fit to give me, and went to London; I had 
two Uncles then Merchants at Marſeilles in France; the one, 
whoſe Name was Sir Lyonel, extremely rich; but the other, 
call'd Bernard, L-ing unfortunate by Loſſes at Sea, wholly had 
his Dependence upon him for ſome Years paſt, and both now 


lately dead. 
Lucen. This 
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_ ®*@xcern. This part of your Hiſtory I am acquainted with, I 
know too this generous Sir Lyonel, ſeeing your Father's cove- 
tous Temper, bought ye an Eſtate here in Warwickſhire of eight 
hundred a Year, and as tis reported, deſign'd ye his Heir at his 
Death. = l | *. 

Fred. There never was any thing more common than that 
Rumour at firſt, tho now tis otherwiſe believ d, — yet to dif- 
cover the true Legatee, is now the main Secret I am hunting 
for. My Father to indulge his covetous Humour, always k 
ing it cloſe both from me and my Siſter ; the Will being ſign d 
too privately beyond Sea, and intruſted only to the Charge of 
one Monſieur de Piſtole, a French Correſpondent of his, who 
brought it over, and alſo the Contents of it by Letter to the 
Mayor here of Coventry. LEE 

Queen. Two moſt worthy Perſons truly, if Report does 
not belye them. | p | | 

Fred. Thou ſhalt hear — Now this Mayor was at that time 
made Guardian to a Daughter of my Uncle Bernard's, call'd 
Gatty, a pretty young innocent Country Girl, that I have late- 
ly made ſome fooliſh Love-tenders to; for tis ſhe we now, 
and not without ſome reaſon ſuſpect to be the Heireſs, tho 
one thing balks us in our Hopes there tos ſtrangely. 

Queen. Hold, Friend, one thing comes into my Head, in 
which I may chance to help ye; tor you muſt know this doubty 
Mayor you were ſpeaking of, imagines me his Friend, and often 
truſts me with troubleſome Secrets; I am even weary of hear- 
ing, eſpecially relating to Government, and his damn d Common- 
wealth Principle; and now I think on't, I have often heard 
the democratical Rogue give hints about his Ward Gatty, and 
with what a golden Face Fortune lookt toward him, — and that 
there would an Hour come, and ſo forth, — but prithee what 
is this main thing that balks your Hopes in the Bud? 

Fred. Why, at a part of the Will which we have certain 
Information of, in which my Uncle Sir Lyonel gives to my Fa- 
ther's next born, provided he married again and had any, 
before his Age of ſixty three, the whole Eſtate, — fo that to 
give it to that and to Catty too, puzzles me ſo I know not 
svhat to think ont. | | 

La” O00 Queen. And 
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Queen. And this indeed may be the reaſon of your Father's 
vent ring agen into the matrimonial Nooſe. 
Fred. Y're in the right, for up he comes as much Poſt as 
his Gout would let him to Town, pretending Money Affairs 
with me, and the hearing of my extravagant Living was the 
Cauſe, but the real intent quite contrary, --—tho' to confeſs 
a ſmall youthful Error loving to live well, eat, drink, and 
keep the beſt Company, I had taken up five thouſand Pounds 
upon a Mortgage of my Eſtate, which he had heard of, and 
you muſt think was prepar d with a paternal Lecture for me. 

Queen. No doubt ont, it being ſo contradictory to his own 
Method. ; ; 

Fred. Well, I had a fetch of Wit ready for him however 
for courting at that time a certain Bona Roba, who was fur- 
niſh'd both with Beauty and Senſe, and who at firſt I was in- 
duc'd to think a conſiderable Fortune, I impos'd upon his Be- 
lief that ſhe was ſo reſolv'd in the Love of ancient Faſhions, 
and of his provident Humour, that ſhe' had quite converted 
me ;z then tagging the end of my Diſcourſe with a little cant, 
his way, I clearly diverted the Storm for that time. 

Queen. Why here the Weather clear'd up well enough, 
—— what follow'd ? 

Fred. Strange, ſtrange Events, dear Vill, that will provoke 
thy Wonder, as well as try thy Patience: This Damzel, that I 
had ſpent the beſt part of my five thouſand Pounds upon in 
courting, whom I found afterwards to be a ſham Fortune, hear- 
ing me ſometimes in our Quarrels twit her with it, took an oc- 
caſion one Day abruptly to change her Lodgings, kept from 
me ſix Weeks together, my Father being {till in Town, and I 
not hearing from her all that time, nor knowing the place of 
her Aboad, till one Evening fitting at home muſing on the mat- 
ter, who ſhould bolt in and ſurprize me, but the Lady led by 
my Father; who, it ſeems, upon his belief of her Aſſets, and 
her Concurrence with his Humour, encourag d too with ſome 
Thoughts about my Uncle's Will, and knowing his climacteri- 
cal Year drawing on, had tound her out, courted, and newly 
married her. | 

Queen. Miraculous and is this the preſent Mother in-Law ? 
—__ Fred. The 
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Fred. The very individual ſame, Friend, upon my Honour; 


I cannot deſcribe my Surprize to thee, it being beyond it; well, 


in ſhort, he carries her down to his Eſtate, I ſoon after very 
melancholly went to mine, ſince when, five Years have very 
nearly flipt away; when my Father failing in his Deſign of 
Children, yet refolv'd to revenge himſelf upon my Extravagan- 
cies, as he calls it, another way, liſtens to a Treaty made by 


the aforeſaid Frenchman, in favour of his Son, a Fop that 


has been bred in Spain, and now ſent for over for a Bribe of 
Jewels and a Sum of Mon&, to conclude a Match between 
him and Miſs Gatty. | 

Queen. Oh! we'll have an Engliſh Rapier claſh with a Spa- 


niſh Toledo rather than ſufter that. 
Fred. No, Friend,. Fortune at the laſt pinch help'd me to a 


better way, — For whether ſome bleſt Viſion intluenc'd my 


quondam Miſtreſs, my now Mother-1n-Law, in one of her good- 
natur d Fits, or whether ſhe had not Power to ceaſe loving me, 


when ſhe confider'd ſome hopeful Minutes the was to have with 


me, and thoſe now {ſpent with my old Father, what twas J 
know not, —— but one Day ſhe ſent me a tender Letter, de- 
firing only perſeverance of my Love for an Anſwer, and ſhe 
would from that time counterfeit her ſelf with Child, fo amuſe 
my Father, and balk the Frenchman and his Son's Proceedings, 
by producing, if requird, a Country Woman's Child whoſe 


Birth would be juſt at the ſame time expected. This cauſing 


4 whole turn in my Affair, you may think I acknowledg'd 
ghdly—— and in which Buſineſs to do her Juſtice, ſhe has 
ever ſince faithfully procecded, and to Night, as I gueſs, in- 
tends the teign'd crying out, it being juſt at the expiring of 
my Father's 62d Year ; after which ſhe privately comes to me, 
where we are to contrive to get a better inſight into the Will, 
and if Gatty be the real Heireſs, to ſteal her away and mar- 
her. 

Queen. Why, this is a Story ſo intricate and divertive, the 
Comedians of the Town will thank thee for't, to make uſe of 
in their Drama; but prithee what could this old J-w of a Fa- 
ther ſay to thee this Morning; you defir'd, I ſuppole, the Wall 
might be produc'd. | 

N Fred. Yes, 
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Fred. Yes, but only as if it were on my Siſter's Accompt, 
for my own part, I own'd ſhamefully all my juvenile Faults, 
and beg d Pardon like any truant School-boy, — yet tho he 
was mutfled from Hand to Foot roaring with Pangs of the Gout, 
which one would have thought ſhould have ftirr'd ſome good 
Nature in him, yet all I could get from him was, Sirrah, pay 
your Debts, get the Mortgage Money ready, you have nothing 
to do with a Letter in the Will, let the Mortgage Money be paid. 

Queen. Unnatural Miſer! well, I hope bis Lady will make 
thee amends for all, who, but that ſhe is thy Father's Wife, 
and I know thou uſeſt a Conſcience in wenghing, ought to 
have the firſt Payment in another kind, if it were only out 
of Revenge. | 

Fred. Oh! that were revenging my ſelf upon my ſelf ; no, 
let him proceed in his. Barbarity, III work againſt him by Wit 
but not by Villany, tho' I conteſs I ſuſpect tome amorous Ex- 
pectations are the true Ground of my Lady's Project and Kind- 
neſs, but that let time make out. Come, Friend, you mult 
go home and dine with me, my Coach is ready, and I have 
{ome excellent Burgundy, a piece of good Veniſgn, and three 
or four choice Country Humoriſts , will divert thee beyond 
any Comedy, beſides a hearty welcom from thy Friend; come 
prithee let's be gone out of this ungrateful Air of his old Houle ; 
a a pox on't, I can ſmell the muſty Bed-mats, and Kitchen-dreſ- 
ſers, above half a Mile before I come to't , 

Queen. Well, get you before, I have my own Coach here, 
and will follow preſently, but two or three Minutes Jonger 
ſtay will be requitite, for I think I ſee the Magiſtrate comin 
home yonder we were talking of; ay — tis he, and the re 
of his Crew in the cuckoldy Formalities: Away, away, perhaps 
I may get ſomething out of him may do thee Service. 

Fred. Behold, a true ſtigmatiz d Figure in Epitome of the 
Roguery of his whole Sect; Oh! England, England, how do 
theſe Caterpillars abuſe thy Blefhngs. 

Enter Maggothead, the Mace before him, and follow'd by 

Aldermen. 

Maggot. Judas, carry in the Mace, and fo worthy Brethren 
farewel. [They take leave of him.) Oh! Mr. Queenlove good 
morrow. | C2 Queen. On! 
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Queen. Oh! what my Man of Power, Mr. Mayor of Coven- 
try? your Servant, your Servant, — pray what makes Autho- 
rity out of the Chair ſo early, —— ſome great good is doing 


abroad for the Nation, I warrant, | 
Maggot. Ay, Ay, we had need be early ſtirring, if 'twere 


- only to prevent the King-lovers and Queen-lovers trom ruining. 


the good People of the Nation; pray who was that ſneak d 


from you at the ſight of me, he had the flaſhy Appearance of 


Sir Fumbler's extravagant Son ; ods pretious, I thought you had 
been wiſer than ſtill to keep Company with Tories, Monar- 


chy Men, Atheiſts, Promoters of the high Church, as the 


Varlets call themſelves, tho' they never come within the Doors 
of any; I thought, I ſay, you had been better reſolv'd, you 
know I have often advis d you like a Friend, you know 'twas 
good Council too, and you know me, Safes my Word, ſome 
wiſer than ſome. 

Queen. Oh |! I ſee you are upon the old Strain ſtill, every 
Dog's a Mungrel with you, that does not come out of your 
own Kennel; but for all this barking againſt King-lovers and 
Queen-lovers, Monarchy will flouriſh, the headleſs Monſter 
ſhall make no uſe of the Sting in his Tail, growl as you 


pleaſe. 


Maggot. Headleſs Monſter, — hold, not fo faſt I pray ; he 
that rallies the Head, and neglects the reſt of his Body, ſhall - 
I not call him a Fool, Mr. Queenlove, — come, take heed 
hs you ſay, remember my Word ſtill — ſome wiſer than 
OMe. . | | 

24 en. The Body manag d by the Directions of the Head 
as, it ought, in its proper Station, receives the general Benefit; 
Et you that are for the Guts and Garbage of Government, - 
would have all the parts in your monſtrous Belly ted with 


Delicates, but not make uſe of a Head to convey it by. 


Maggot. Why could not ſeveral parts perform ſevcral Offices 
better than only one, — humb — anſwer me that. 

Queen. No, for your chief Topick being deſire of Place and 
Power, you would be perpetually tcaring your ſclves to pieces 
about it; this Man would cut his Father's Throat to be Lord 
of ſuch a Mannor; this other murther his Brother to be Go- 

vernor 
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vernor of that place; this covet fuch a Title, t other grum- 
ble for ſuch an Honour, and nothing but perpetual Confuſion 
reign, but Heaven be praiſed, it is not come to this. 

Mag got. Ah—— you have great cauſe to praiſe Heaven for 
it truly, tis a wonderful Bleſſing; belides, what do you talk 
of Honour and Titles? Why, to reaſon with you politically: 
now, know there's ne er a true Common-wealth's Man among, 
us, but in publick would renounce all thoſe flaſhy Fooleries, it. 
we might have our way. 

Queen. Ay; if you might have your way ! we ſhould have: 
a fine World indeed, : 

Maggot. Ay, that is if we might govern in our Turn, 
—— tis your noiſy Monarchy Methods that diſturb the Nation's+ 
Happineſs; this empty Fop mult have Honour, t other white-- 
liver d Coward —— Honour; this Fool muſt be knighted ,. 
E and that Cuckold knighted ; my Lord Lobcock- muſt be 
created; and Mr. Baron Booby have a Patent; then Shoals. of 
Sir Timothy and Sir Jeffery, Sir Jack and Sir James, and Sir, and 
Sir, and Sir, all muſt-have Honour with a murrain, when ads- 
pretious I declare — fſafe's my Word, ſome witer than ſome: 
There's ne er a Sir in the Kingdom has deſerv'd a Grain of Ho- 
nour ſince Adam, but one, — and that's a Surloin of Beef. 
Sir Fumbler within.] Who waits there, Roger, George, where. 
are ye lazy Rogues. 

Maggot. Hark! yonder's Sir Fumbler calling for his Men- 
Mules to carry him from his Bed to his trundling Chair, his 
gouty Body govern'd by that Head of his, crippled and full of 
pain, is the right Model of your Monarchy, and yet they ſay 
his Lady is juſt now teeming by him; but I was with him lately, 
and told him if ſhe be, ſhe has conceiv d as the Spaniſh Gennets- 
do, only by the South-wind. 

Queen. Ay, ay, Magiſtrate, Fame reports you have another 
Female in charge, whoſe conceiving you take more care of than 
his Ladies, Miſs Gatty, you cunning Elder, a great Fortune, 1 
hear, and tis (aid you have the length of her Foot to a Hair's 
Breadth. c me prithee be open- hearted, is ſhe ſo rich and 
pretty as they talk, and doſt thou manage her purely? hah —— 
Maggot. Hah | — why that's. as tune ſhall try; and vhem 

| ever: 


14 The OW Mode 5 the Nem, or, 


ever you hear a wiſe Common-wealth's Man iſcover a Secret 
to a Fool of the high Church, you ſhall know ; in the mean 
time, ſafe's the Word, ſome wiſer than ſome. 

Qieen. Hark ye, Cuſtard- pate, you are out of your Chair 

- now, and if you are ſawcy, my arbitrary Will may chance to 
direct the Motions of my Hand and Sword towards the poking 

of your Guts, it may, Republican. 

A. got. Hold, Sir, not 10 faſt, 1 pray, have but Patience 

till J go in, and this arbitrary Diſeaſe ſhall be cur d inſtantly ; 
for TI only dire an Order to lay ye by the Heels, and the Mo- 
tion of your Hands will be ſtop'd in a moment. 

Queen. Hah, hah! there's no pumping the Rogue —= but 
however Tl away -to Fred. And poſſeſs him with a Trick 
that may yet chance to ſucceed in ſpite of all their Dili- 

ence. | [Exit Queenlove. 

Dh Sir Fumbler, trundled ina Chair upon Wheels by two Ser- 

wants, his Gown and Ni ght-cap on, and his Hands and Feet 
wrap d in Flannel with him Probleme. | 

Sir Famb. Oh ——oh! ſoftly ye Villains, — the Rogues 
have trandled me over ſome damn'd Nutſhell or other that gave 
me ſuch a Jirk has half murther'd me — oh ! oh ! ſtand at 

_ diſtance — and wait and be hang'd, — come, Mrs. Pro- 
bleme, — ſweet Mrs. Probleme, my Friend, my Comtorter, 
hah! is the happy time fo near ay ſt thou, ſhall Ibe a F ather 
ſo ſoon? | 

Probleme, Sir, your Worſhip may expett it every Hour, for 
ſhe has all the Symptoms of Maturity that are poſlible, and 
burn me like a Toaſt, if I did not rite three times thinking ſhe 
would fall to pieces laſt night. 

Sir Funrb. Thank thee, good Mrs. 8 1 have heard 
indeed thou art very ingenious in thy way —— oh ! —— how 
now, what's the News with YOU. 

Enter Abram. 

Abram. I have brought your Honour the Gazett. 

Sir Funnb. A Pox on the Gazet, there's nothing but Lies int, 
Jam buſy, ugh, d'yc hear, you Mule, Longears, is the Apothe- 
cary ſent to tor my Searcloth ? 

Abram. Yes, yes, here is likewiſe your Friend, the worſhipful 

| Monſieur 
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Monſieur de Piſtole, with his Son newly arriv'd from Spain, 
defire to kiſs your Hand. . 5 

Prob. Sir, Sir, your Worſhip can ſpeak with no body now, 
for here's my Lady juſt coming in to talk of Family Buſineſs. 

Sir Famb. Is ſhe, —— ugh — ugh,” — the Joy of my 
Heart, that's well, ſhe'll fruſtrate all their Expectations, I'thank 
my Stars, Abram, I am buſy for an Hour, d'ye hear? 
If the great Turk ſhould come to kits my Toe as well as my 
Hand, d'ye hear ? | | 

Abram. Yes, I ſhall diſcuſs your Pleaſure with what Dili- 
gence I may. [ Exit Abram. 

Enter Lady Oldmode, dreſt in the old Garb of Queen Elizabeth. 
* [ Led by Abram formally in by the Arm, attended 

{ by Houſe-keeper, Cook, and Dairy-maid. 

Sir Fumb. Welcom, my Love, heartily welcom, my ſweet 
Lady, oh! — oh! - the Gout is but a ſlovenly Courtier Sweeting, 
ugh, ugh, I wiſh I could be better dreſt, and able to entertain 
thee, ugh, but thou art charitable: | 

Lady. Did my laſt Water and Poultiſe agree with ye, my 
dear? Sir, how did you reſt laſt Night? 

Sir Fumb. The better for thy Care, deareſt; ugh, ugh, Thad 
a heavenly Nap the beginning of the Night, but the Devil in 
my great Toe wak'd me in the Morning. [ Speaks louder as in Pain. 
Well, in ſpite of all my Pains, methinks I have yet a Propor- 
tion of Pleaſure, when I behold thee in that provoking Dreſs, 
that magnificent Reſemblance of our glorious Queen Elizabeth, 
allays my ſharpeſt Pangs, — Sit down, my kind, my dutiful, 
my beſt Lady, — oh! oh! [ Groans as in Pain. 

Lady. Abraham. [ Lady Old. fits down.. 

Abram. Madam. f 

Lady. No more Madams — ye Aſs; I have told ye a hundred 
times tis modern and fooliſn; anſwer me with anon forſooth, 
or, and pleaſe ye, — that was the laudable way in the Court of 
the renowned Queen El:zabeth. 

Sir Fuxzzb. Rare, Rare, Woman, | apart.] it was ſo, deareſt, 
it was ſo; my Heart is ſo merry to hear her ſo tractable, that I 
could even rife and dance, methinks, ugh, | Starts ſuddenly ana 
groars.) but that this plaguy Toe gives me a damn'dtwitchnow 
to allay my Jollity, — oh — Lady. Well 
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Lady. Well, are the Hoſe-keeper, Cook, and Dairy- maid rea- 


dq to bring their Accompts, and receive Orders — Abram. 


Abram. Les forſooth, and pleaſe ye, they are here waiting; 


2 = Twill make Proclamation as uſual, and call them in their Order, 
=. — hem, Dorothy Spice Houle-keeper , Sarah Stroker Dairy- 
maꝛid, and Rachel. Plumbroth Cook, appear before my Lady. 


[they anſwer here, to their Names ſeverally 
Bir Fumb. Why this is as it ſhould be now, this is indeed like 


3 the old Houſe. £68 | 
Lad. Come Doll, lets ſee your Accompt. ¶ Doll gives a Paper. 


Humh — for the right worſhiptul and truly honour'd of all his 
Friends and Neighbours, Sir Fumbler Oldzode, Knight and Baro- 
net, the moſt humble Advertiſement or Bill of Phillip Flyblow 
his Butcher. 8 ; 

Sir Frmb. Good, admirable Method, why the ſawcy Raſcals 
of our Age, now if they daſh our Names a top, 'and put Sum 
total at bottom think tis enough, — why here's a Butcher's Bill 
now begins with the Decorum of a Letter to a Secretary of State, 
or, ugh —a Petition in Parliament. 

Lady reads.) For ſeven Ach Bones of Beef, Marrow Bones, 
Marrow Bones, Tripe, Tripe, Tripe, Marrow Bones, nine Shoul- 
ders of Veal, and thirteen Legs of Pork, ſeven Pounds thirteen 
Shillings three Pence three Farthings — And for a Sweetbread 
for the Gardner in his Feaver, Seven Pence Hali-penny, — Sweet- 
bread, a laviſh Fellow, a little of his own Spinnage boil'd, 
*or a Meſs of Water-gruel had bin better for him a hundred times ; 
Seven Pence Half-penny, pray let me hear of no more ſuch Ex- 
travagancies. | 0 

Sir Fumb. Rare, rare Creature I could laugh heartily, 
methinks, I'm ſo | ma ; but now, now, now, now, now, - 
there's another contounded twitch ſets me upon the Rack agen, 
oh! my Knee my Ankle, oh! 

Lady. For Candles tolight the old Reader to Bed, Two Shil- 
lings and three Pence; oh ! fie upon t, that's intolerable; we ſhall 
* hayetheHouſe burnt one time or other by his poring over aNight 
Homily to drone out to us in the Day time; pray let him have no 
more Candles to bed; if he be a right Presbyter he may ſee to 

pray wellenough, tell him, by his Light within. [| Ex. Houſe-keeper. 
ny — Sir Fab. Good 


*, 
 —_— * 
* 
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Fir Furl. Good ſtill=—haha/ha——ob— 8 

Lady. Well now, you Dairy Diligence, what's yours? [read] 3 
Laid out for Hooping three Milk pails, and a new Screw rr 
the Cheeſe - fatt five Shillings and à Penny. Well, provided the 

Pails are as well cleans d within, as hodpd without, that's not 

ſo much. But come hither ; hah! what And are theſe 

the Hands that you milk with? Oh ! bleſs me theſe ſwar- 1 
thy Golls, where the Dirt lies in Furrows, as thick as in a 

plough'd Field Egh gud who would ever eat any Mill, 

that ſaw how twas managed? 0, get ye other Hands, ye +5 

Slut, or get out of my Doors: I'll invent her a Pair of Gloves 
made of Tin and Horn, or ſomething, that ſhe ſhall touch no- 
thing with em. I'll never endure this —— out of my fight, 

"Beaſt, 2:4 L222 2 [Exit Dairy-maid. 
Sir Fumb. [ny 69enn Im beyond meaſure happy, and my 

Joy ſhould vent it {elf aloud, if it were not for theſe plaguy 

Reprimands now and then. "© tp ci | 
[y. Well, Cook, and what ſay you, is Dinner almoſt rea- 
dy? And have you got his- Worſhip's Favourite-Diſh tor him, 

a Fillet of Veal, with Eggs, and Currant-Sauce ? [She Curtſtes] 
Very good ; there's a Pudding too, Sir, will you pleaſe to have 
any Butter tot? Twill take up at leaſt half a Pound. 

Sir Fumb. What pleaſes thee, Deareſt : —Is Butter good for 
_ Gout, I wonder? 'Tis fat greaſie ſtuff, I'm afraid, Sweet- 
cart. 10 ö | | * | 
Lady, Ay, tis ſo, Sir; and the greateſt Spoiler too of Nap- 
kins Let there be no Butter; d'ye hear? [Exit Cook.) 

- Sir Fumb. Beſt of thy Sex thou charmſt me more; not only, 
ugh---by thy Behaviour outwardly, which is, oh as my Soul 
deſires; but the Bleſſing within thee, the Child, the Child, my 
Do VVA 1 | 

Prob. Which, unleſs my skill fails me, and pleaſe ye, will 
ſmile in your Worſhip's Face, within a very ſnort time. 

Lady. Indeed, methinks, Pm very ill o th ſudden: Ugh, 
ugh. 8 I bines.] 

Sir Fumb. Ob, my Bleſſing, that Illneſs of thine not only 
gives me fulneſs of Joy one way, but hopes of a Noble Eſtate 
another ; to explain which, read that, Deareſt; [_ grves her. 4 
? 1 * D 


Deed j 
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Dee] tis my Brother's Will, that by chat Off Ir of thine 
e hopes of theſe K ans Fools that _ 
; waiting yonder, my pr I Son too, and my Daughter, who 
©. Ureant of. Imaginary, bp 8, tho I keep em in Ignorance 
of the — Read it with pleaſure, Sweet - heart; and then 
= | Tod it up ſafe ia my little Cabinet: Go, go in my Lite, and 
4 | — Well, Lam, ſure, the happieſt of Fathers Come 
- Rogues come, and trundle me in-—ha, ha, ha, ha-—oh--- -- 
2 And ſo old Gout and Flannel fancy your ſelf, [they 
trundle e as long as you Now Mrs. Probleme 
what — bend fo an Atreſs? | 
Prob. Ah burn we like a Tal he beſtin Chriſtendom, wieh- 
our all queſtion. : 
Lady. Thus let all Wives, chat in Intrigue take Pains, 


— 


I "> 


Keep but that Secret from their Husbands Brains, 
And he Il ne'r miſs, bat elſe the Lower gains. 


End of the Felt AZ. 


ACT IL SCENE L. 
Euer Piſtole and Abraham, with « Gazette. 


Egar dis is ver ſtrange, Monſieur Aram, dat Mai- 
_ B= tre, Sir Fumbler, —— — 


villice, den make me ſtay fo long z. eſpecially my Son Don Jo- 

max, hoi is de Stranger, and come from de Gran Court of 

ee Morning — Vat, vere is he ?-—begar me tink he has tak de 

. Aﬀeont, and is gone back agen. 

= Abram. ous } What, to Spain, Monſieur > No, no, and. 

F e's only talking a word or two in the next room with 

= a 1 — 

= Pi. Oh, dat is ver well,—Mortlean de Spaniſh Punctilio be 
foe K dar me voud not have him imagine dis Affront vor 
FOOD. 


Abrams 


* ; 4 p 5 * 


py 
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Abra. 'Affirmatively, His Worſhip; Sir Fusbler, will be with 
you boy 6x mega — as they ſay ; the mean while, II 
read the 
224 a 

Piſt. Oh, me tank you, — ty Maitre Abram; vida 
min art; dis is de ver ſimple old Fool, Morbleau, 5 
 lique French $ y, dat have de Gran Concern in de Cou 


Verſailes, and Faris, de News, ha, ha, ha, mum, * 
ee; —along, Sag Mate vas. Abram puts on hi 
"SpeBacles and reads. 


Abe Noise, Auguit the 234, Letters from the French Ar- 
my, under the Command of the Duke of Verdaſaxe; give an 
Account, That he continues ſtill in the Crow-ragſtmonente z 


pw T Prince 


w 
El eſe 


L 
Abram reads. Broſits September El ny An Expreſs pals 
by — n Naas" the kia, 2 
F „Hagg, de tak you vid your 
a hens tence—dis abuſe of de French Language vill 
— me to Paſſion, do vat me can. 
Abram. With Diſpatches for the French Secretary left there 


by Count de Auaux. 

"Pip Oh Diable, Vaux, Vans, de hear dis Rogue, Count 4 
 Avaux, my Noble Kinſman begar, Embaſſador of our Grand 
Monarque, to have his Name abus d by dis dull Beſte Eſcote 
Bougre Coquin Raſcale, hold a your Tongue, begar you fall 
reada no more. 

Abram. And that Don Qui Qui Rviros, the Spaniſh Embaſſa - 
_ the States General, is . —lay 

ein; 
: Piſt. Jernie let him go vere he pleaſe, holda your Tongue, 


I ſay, Sott. 
am. 'Tis ſaid that Mareſchel Bow, Bowflers. 1 
D 2 * Pit 


« 80 
* 
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News, and ane 2 the time; here's | _ > 
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1 3 yoor Tings you Dog: 
| WE Will have his Head Quarters at Del. 


er 


„ Begar I will break your Head. 
ram. . OR TR es, General of t he be hee b 


Horſe. 5 * N 
ſtop top a | your Mout von — To OPENS.) Oh oe 
8 Is to Command in Flandern. i 
| ſt. Stopa, ſtopa, I ſay——holda. your 2 dis mo- 
ment, or off goes your Noſe and Spectacle bega Ah mor- 
bleay, dare * es 6 de Ren *h Noblelſs, Jou Villain? 
e a | [Piſtol pulls him by the Noſe.. 
8 1 Sir Fumbler — in. 
Sir Fumb. How now Monſieur, what's the reaſon of this Vio- 
lence to my Servant? 
"Abram. Oh, Sir, Thanks for this Abe inveterate 
Papiſt has not on Kalbe my Spectacles . but ſhe wu a 


2 Emblem of th ann by his Cruelty en my 
Noſe. 
Piſt. Maſſacre r Monficur dis Scoundrel _ 


der all de French 7 2 ernie, he have ſtaba le Roy 
mon Maitre, and all de Prince in! 'ope, vid his dam W 
dat read dat Paper dere. | 
Sir Fumb. What he has given Nick-names, 1 warrant, to ſome 
of your French Family in the Gazette. there, Fire and Furies 
Monſieur Hothead, Froth Monſieur Bubble, dare 
you for ſuch a Cauſe affront me in the Perſon of my Servant > 
Deathlye Kickſhaw,d'ye take us tor Spanzerds,to wear your Yoke 
and come under your Laſh, as they do ?——Ugh, ugh ; you 
know I'm hamper'd here, I'd teach you to abuſe Hoſvitalir? elſe: 
Did I receive you under my Roof for this > Oh could I 
but ſtir this plaguy Toe, and this Arm were but at liberty, I 
would pound this Fellow's*Popery and him as in a Mortar; 7 
would ye Flaſh, ye Paris-Potgun, you. 
Piſt. Vel vel me have done, me have done, me beg 


your Pardon, Monſieur, vid all min Art, it vas only by de 
tuddain Paſſion, which Morbleau is ver muſh de French 
Foible ; our Nation be all foy-——hot, hot, ver hot; but if 

Wy | . F 


Pram ron ver ſoon coo agen * 
Sir Fumb. Oh, is your French Flapdta — 
Monſieur S N Oh that confounded Twitch 
but 1 care not, EIl not take the Satisfaction, unleſs you ask 4 
brams Pardon too. Don Tomazg bin. 
D. Tam Sirrah fail not punctually to wait there. 
Piſt. Oh—— Morbleau, my Son is here, he muſt no des 
ſand dis paſſage Vell, vell, Ecote Maitre Abray——;]Je vous 


demande de Pardon; and Ecote mon amy, here be two Piſtole 


— Abram Money, who goes out formal) for you; and I be- 


gecha you for learna your Book, and ſpell and read betta — | 
dodo, Maitre Steward, it be ver goot for you ſur:maParole, — 


and tace vous ſi vous plais mon cher Sir rw: — here | is 


my Son. 

: Enter Don Tomazo. | 
D. Tam. Sennor mio honrado, yo me encomiendo, in vue- 
ſtro buena gracia. 


Sir Fumb. Hugh, I ſuppoſe you bid me Good Morrow! Sir, 
thankye, thankye, you're welcome to Exgland: Ugb—ugh : 
Im but an odd Complementer, you muſt excuſe Infirmity, 

D. Tm. Oh l beſeech ye, Sir, let not the generous Facul- 
2 of your Soul debaſe — — ſo far, as to uſe the forc d. 
on of Inſirmity for i it be the Noble Gout. 

"ti Fumb. Yes, Sir, a Plague ont, it is the Noble Gout, Ugh.. 
and it honours me with a Vengeance. 

D. Tom. Sir, then from the bottom of my Heart I wiln ye 

oy. [ Embraces r. | 

Sir Fumb. Joy | — What aPoxdo's he mean? Why, Sir 
I hope, you don't think I intend to be married tot? 

D. Tom. Joy of the Bleſſing, Sir, —— the Gout never Vilits . 
in Spain, but the Party is . with Drums and Trumpets 5-. 
beſides, I greet ye thus, as ſimpathizing with the greateſt Man 
of the Age — his Eminence the famous Cardinal. Porto Carero ; 
I mean, Sir, with whom I have the Honour to be intimate, 
and whom I left, when I came * Madrid, in the ſame bappy.. 


an 
Piſt. 


Sb... 
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44 ug Carero, Ver ge Mont de RightHitid'of tis new Cab. 
3 lique Majeſty, familiar vid him, dat is ver muſh, —— vor he 
8 ms moſt protound- Head in de World — vcr wile, ver 


dir Fumb. Cutſe on him happy onditior do's the Riff Fool 
Call it, Oh, oh r 
. Tom. He order d two hundred Maſſes zaſk 2s [ came away, 
do be ſaid in the Great Cathedral, in return of Thanks for it: 
All the World holds the Spaniards to be a wiſe Nation and 
by them the Gout is noted to be the greateſt Clearer. of the Un- 
derſtanding — imaginable. 
Sir Fumb. Very good; and its dear Companion the Stone; 
4 Ugh, that has "ſome Venerable n from em, I ſuppoſe, 
4 * £00, | 
D. Tow. The Stone; ob, th'Acute Stone —- Why Sir, [ hope 
you make no Jeſt of the Acute Stone. 
Sir Fuurb. No by my Troth not I: Ugh, I fand your Acute 
. Stone, nor your Noble Gout here neither, no ſuch Jeſting 
Matters. 


1 D. Tom. No on my word, Sir, tis a Gift requires mature and 
= - dfolid Confideration ; a a good. large thumping Stone in the Kid- 
= neys, in ſome Caſes, when knotty Politicks are Gn four; woto, is 
of an ineſtimable Value. [fide 

Sir Funeb. Here's a Rogue * ye, Death! he makes my ood 
curdle at the thought ont. 
Gas And beg Ah, Je ſuis heureux Extremement, is ver fine Boy, ver 

14 | 


D. b Two of the ren reateſt Things done in Spain this un- 
dred Years ;z I mean the Partition-Treaty, tho it had no effect; 
and the late King's Will, that had ; were cantriv'd by an lllu⸗ 

trious Grandee, rolling abe F clicity of a E Fit of * 


Stone. 
Sir Fanz. Oh damm d Rogue, would it had been as big as 
one of thoſe upon Salts bury-Plain Ugh, this great ng 


done in the Devil's Name, has entail'd a War upon us, fatal 
N to — all the Crowns in Europe. 
except France, Monſieur, _ 

He; Vor dat we always get by de War, is moſt veritable- 
ment, 
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ment, vor dat reaſon we have fool you vid de ſham Peace all 
dis while ; and now maka you ſtrike de firſt Blow, dat it be ſax 
tis no our fault; den morbleau you proclaim ; vell, and we 
take your Ship; you proclaim, and we rob your Marſhand ; 
you proclaim, and we ſpoila your Trade: And den when all is 
loſt, is it not reaſonable to tink our Grand Monarch will be 
Crown Emperor, as he expect? | Ip | 
Sir Fumb. No—-Ugh---not whilſt there's a preſent Emperor 
that is ſtrong enough to cruſh his Vanity, Ugh--not whilſt we 
have Fleets at Sea to blow em up, and Armies at Land to mow 
em down, Ugh--- not whilſt we have Generals that ean ſnap 
- up a dozing Mareſchal of France, in the midſt of an armed 
Garriſon, and run away with him as a Fox does with a Chic- 
ken out of a Court-yard 5 nor whilſt our brave Sea-Admirals 
can force away your Galleons, and burn your Men of War in 


your Harbour, Ugh; in ſhort Monſieur, not whilft our Princely 
Allies eneamp in Flanders, and the Glorious Queen A NNE in- 


fluences Exgland, we'll have no more Emperors.' 

D. Tam. Soft, Sir ; the wiſe Spaniardi, whenever they argue, 
lay aſide all Heat, pray be more ſedate; I honour the Spams 
Mode, and I abominate Heat. 

Sir Fumb. Sir, that you reſpect the Spaniſo Mode, appears plain 
enough by your Dreſs there ; 15 that you abominate Heat, 
and yet go muffled up in a Coke $1 the Summer, when we are 

ready to fry, is ſomewhat contradictive; but you'll ſay, tis 
the en Mode ſtill, and a Cloke muſt be worn there, if a 
Man be at Tennis; a Smith won't ſhoe your Horſe without 
one, and arm d too with a long Toledo. : 2 Bs 
D. Torr. If it be a Coach-Horſe he will not, tis his Pun- 


ctilio. | > 
_ Piſs. Ver fine, ver fine, he is one great Obſerver of all ting # 
is done; ſuch diſtinction of de Orfe, dem mon cher fils. Sy 3 


D. Tom. Diſtinction! oh much, much ; a Coach-Horſe is. 
ſuppoſed to belong to fome Grandee, and the Cloke is worn in 
2 to him ; for one of a meaner Rank, they'll undreſs to 
Doublet and Breeches; but for a Pedler's, or à Poſt-Boy's, 
they'll ſtrip negligently, that is; ſtark naked. | 


2 
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x hoſe Ay, that is; becauſe Pride and Idleneſz can ſeatce | 


a Fer rg em any Cloaths ; and then 2 there, 18 an inſe- 


D. Tow. The Air being thin and rariied, generally, indeed, 


provides em good Stomachs. | 


Sir Fumb. Ay, and the Earth little or nothing'to ſatis” em 


with ; I think a Cabage is a Jewel amongſt em. 


D. Tom. Why truly a good Cabage is reſpected; the Wife of | 


Don John of Auſtria, once in a Longing Condition, mortgaged 
a great Fromtimiack Vineyard for a large Cabage ; but the Peo- 
Wo are often very luxurious, they abound very often. e 


Sir Fumb. Oh no ſuch matter, Faith, Spaniard; abound 1 


Death, if they get but a Piece of Beef, they ſhall hang all the 


Bones out, and write underneath, Here has been Beef eaten; as 


if twere a Miracle. This nettles the F. [dfide. 


D. Tom.- Oh pray forbear, Seignior, pray forbear. | 
Sir Funb. And if they get but a lean Hen, the Feathers ſhall 


| be ſpread about the Door, with greater Pride than we our Car- 
pets at ſome Princely Solemnity. 


8 Tom. Oh ſie, Seignior, [can t hear chis, voto, 'tis bar- 
ous. | 
Fs Ah, come, come, here is Rally enough; let me turn 

ileourte, and ſpeak of # main Buſineſs, de Will, Sir, and 


de Fifty touſan Pound, Ecote a moy, Sir Fumbler z produce your 


Niece for marry, here in one hand is _ J. vor maka de Bar- 

gain, in toder Hand is my Son : And begar me vil ſpeãka one 

— word, he have not his Vellow in Europe, vor Wit, vor 
Politick vor Buſineſs ; dat I ſay, along, _ a ay done, is 


de tin done. 


Sir Fumb. Why then, Monſi eut, to deal fively with Ye, tho 

1 formerly had ſome Thoughts: to ſtrike up a Bargain with ye, 
et now I maſt own my {elf of another Mind: For to end all 
in a word; I am more than bleſs d with hopes to have an Heir 
of my own begetting, to enjoy the Eſtate mentioned in the 


Will---oh-—ob. 


Piſt. Hey, Morbleau, vat is dis "RET N de Heir, 
and cry, Oh, oh Vat you mean, Sir Fumbler? © 1 


> 


>» ' — * F. - 


ry” © Contry'4 Tifs with - ber Furvel 

"Sir rg F Why here sone wil tell . more — £1, 
Problem, what ſay {t thou, is the happy Time come? Hah 
' ſpeak out. | 
Prob. She's juſt nady to produce, Sir 5 but defires to ſee ye 
before ſhe takes her Chamber, to ſettle things: Burn me like a 
Toaſt, I believe there's a thumping Boy a coming. 

Sir Fuxrb. Lookye there, Monſieur, for all Oh, oh : Go fetch 
her, Problem. 

Pie. Morbleau, vat am I den Jilted, and my Son. Don Lene 
too: Begar I vill no believe dat Oh, oh, can beget de Shild - 
me vill waſh dere Water, along, amn mon fils---along. 

[Exit Piſtole.. 

89 fm ThisGouty Knight has a mixture of Knavery as well 
as Moroſity in him, voto, I hate his Punctilio, and will endea- 
vourto put a Spaniſh Counter: plot fipon him I think. I have it 
here [Exit D. Tom. 
— Problem, leading Lady Old- mode. [Abram waiting. 

Lady. Mr. Steward, I have now made ye my Confident, and 
Frient's therefore be ſure to anſwer what is ask d ye affirma- 
tively, as you expect your Keys to remain in their right Sta- 
tion, or eat a Second Sack - Poſſet with your Miſtreſs, my Maid 
Dorothy. - [Speaks entring. 

Abram. No more wards, forſoothg ray you ; ; your Honour 


, 
0 1 2 


hath my Noſe in a Cleft-ſtick, and ba. may lead oer 


drive me as you pleaſe. 

Lady. Come Froblem, now for a Secgpd Act of the Comedy, 
Ugh, Ugh. — 32. 

Sir Furb. Oh ! that delightful Muſick, that delicious Sound, 
oh—oh--- tho I am fain to tune my pipes too in another Key, 
yet methinks to Groan in Conſort with her upon this occaſion, 
makes it heavenly Harmony : Well kind Harbinger of Happi- 
neſs, how go Matters now hah is the wiſh'd-for time coming? 

Prob. Very near, Sir: She eat ſo much at Dinner,of your 
Worſhip's beloved Diſh, the Fillet of Veal with Eggs, and Cur- 
rant- Sauce, which has made her ſo ill, that I believe I ſhall be 
ſent very ſpeedily to call the Good Women---O.1 me, a Chair, 
a Chair, good Mr. ward. ; 810 

E | Sir Furz. 
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The Ol Mode "md the New,” or, 
"Sie umb. Hah ! by the Renown d Queen Elizabeth, I pro- 
icate from thence glorious things to come ; tis laid it was 


formerly the Darling Diſh of the incomparable dir Walter Ra- 
leigh, from whence I took a fancy tot; and now the Omen 


zs notably fingular in relation to this Infant in the Womb. 


Lady. Ugh—ugh—If I die, my dear Sir, I'll yet leave the 
World with a Blethng on der and wiſh ye a happy Father. Ah! 
Problem, if the Chi be but gifted as it ought, and have but 
the Reſemblance of that Geet] Face of his Dadda, ſhall be ex- 
_raſied——Ugh, ugh g- 

Sir Fumb. Oh=—oh-——my eee, thankye 
Deareſt, my Face ha, ha mine no, no, thy own, 
thy own ſweet Countenance muſt bleſs it: And then — what 
| Roſamond can compare? 

Lady. I have taken care its Birth ſhall be celebrated as tis fit- 
ting, for your Honour, my dear Sir: I'll make bold to borrow 
thoſe Jewels of yours, to trick up its Swadling-Cloaths, and 
make the little Rogue fine. And I'm reſolvd, for your ſake 
too, following ſtill the worthy ancient Mode you love, to appear 
in no ordinary State my ſelf, when I Lie · in. 

Sir Fumb. Humh What ſays ſhe.? Borrow my Jewels ! 
Death ! Two thouſand Ponnds-worth of Jewels to glitter upon 
a Bundle of Clouts, that are to be piſs d, we'll ſuppoſe, every 
two Minutes Oh - oh! Doſt hear Mrs. Problem? Prithee 
| tell her, Jewels are not proper to be worn by little Brats in Swad- 

Cloaths, the Points of the Diamonds will cut its Fingers. 
13 Ah, burn me ſike a Toaſt, I dare not tell her fo for the 
would be 


World, Sir: For to dat her in this Condition- 


ſuch a thing 0 

Lady. Ugh—— ugb What, I hope, my dear Sir, do's 
not grutch his ſweet abe a little Ornament- fince I only 

follow the ancient Cuſtom- honeſt Abram told me there he 

had. it from Hiſtory, that when Sir Philip Sidney's Lady was 
17 ht-ro-Bed, the Child was dreſs d with all the Jewels of the 

F 2 


l 99 — cometh my Kue Yes, affirmative- 
ly, 1 have ſeen it printed in ſome ancient Memoirs. 


S Fund. A W of your Memoirs he has read nothing but 
the 
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test, Guide, and the Tearly Almanacks, this fifty Years, 
and now the old Polecat is come out with his Memoirs. 

Lady. Oh-oh-Oh 4 bine lauder. 

Prob. Oh! ſhe takes ſomething to Heart, Im afraid + ſhe 


changes extreamly. 
Sir Fumb. Well, well — the Child ſhall ira, ol tell her, 


| Mrs. Problem but take Careof i its Fingers) dye bear 


How is it Honey ? ' 1 
Lady. Happy to make you ſo, Sir, tho' indiſpos d—butas 


I was ſaying, for I would fain diſpatch all my Buſineſs before 
I Lie-down, next to the Jewels for the Child, the Plate will be 
very requiſite to ſet out my Room, as I Lie- in, 'twill look great. 

Sir Fumb. Oh awker'd, awker'd, — downiſh——Great Ba- 
ſons, Ewers, Beakers, Flaggons, and Tumblers, in a Ladys 
Chamber Hie, fe. | 90 

Lady. Nay, not that I ſhall drink in the Flaggons but honeſt * 
Abram "told me, that the Teeming Ladies belonging 
Elizabeth, had their Child-bed Cuudles always E er to em 
in great Flaggons. 

Sir Furtb, Did you tell her ſo, Beſom-beardꝰ | 
Abram. Yes, indeed, I have heard it was the ancient worthy 1 
Cuſtom, affirmatively. = 

Sir Fumb. Very well, Ink- bottle Oh that I were as able 
as Hercules, and had ſuch another Club but for one Hour, how 
pleaſurably could I drub that old Dog. 

Lady. Nay, pray -ugh - dont grutch your Plate neither, dear 
SW N I ſhall ſcarce live to uſe it——1 ſhall die, I'm ſure— 

Oh, oh— [Groexs louder. 

Prob. Oh—Sir ! let her have it for Heaven 's-lake , ſhe's 

very ill indeed; and if ſhe be vex d 

Sir Fumb, No, no, Love, I do grutch thee nothing; prithee 

| don't vex thy ſelf, thou ſhalt have the Plate; but is that all? 

Lady. Ay, ay, Sir, all——alas, why chis is only for your 
Honour, and ſo Adieu my Good Sir: Pray for me, [ weeps] If 
it be a Boy, I'll ſuckle it my ſelf, as much as I can. But humh ! 
now I think on't, there ſhoulg be a Sucking-Bottle bought for 
fear of the worſt : The fam d Sir Thomas More's Lady had one 


of Gold for her Son, a Month before ſhe was quick. 
E 2 Prob. 


* 
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Prob. Odſoe, well remembred, the Boy muſt not want a 
Sucking· Bottle indeed; Mr. Steward, Pray remember to lay. by 
a l w_ for that. 
| ho 2 Ay, ay, a Hundred pieces will be ſuffici- 
ent ; ye hear honeſt Abram f TE: 
Aal 'Yes forſooth— 
Sir Fumb. Yes torſooth : H ee "ov Be AY 
2 ES Pieces for a -Sucking- ttle——well, this is all I 
h t is 
dy. Pleaſe alſo to afford hem 
Sir Fumb. 'Ddſheart and Lung afford ſtill. 
Lady. Only a Parting-kiſs, Sir. ( weeping. 
Sir Fumb. Oh! ay, with all my Heart, Deareſt, that's ſome- 
what cheaper: Well, adieu, Child ; and I wiſh thee Good 
Luck. [Kiſſes her. 
Lady. Adieu, dear Sir And if your-Son and Heir coſt 
me my Life, pray be kind to my Memory however | i 4 weep- 
ing Tone.) Come, Problem, let's go and laugh the reſt within. 
| Altering her Tone, Exeunt. 
Sir Fiumb. Ugh, ugh- tho ſhe has made me ſweat with 
her expenſive Demands ; yet the Fifty thouſand Pounds in the 
Will, the Child brings, makes full Amends——and Ill regale 
my ſelf with thought of chat, come carry me in there. 
ut [Servants . him i in. 


SCENE 


bang . with ber F bebe. 
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Frederick, 2 Bombard, Crimp, Hookem, Jowker, 
Touch-hole, "Ie ing at Dinner, Combwig waiting, Mu- 
ata; 


k 1 1 * * Butler waztz * 
e. n Song ſing ing 


% 


T HE lufant e Spring appearr. 


| 2 0'ercomes the Winter Shade 3 
And now this wondrous of all Years, 
The Prize of Europe mut be play 4. 


| | II. . 
Creſted Bellona, ſhakes her Lance, . 1 


Her Siſter Britain to defend : 
Whilſt Mars of old, in League with France, 
Dres proudly aqainſt both contend. 


Second Movement: 


Ten Rouze valiant Britains, and Fear Me remove, 
You cannot of Victory fail; 
Our Goddeſs below, and — GP Howes 
l By force of their Arms; | 
A thoſe of their Charme, 
Have a Right ſtill to conquer the Male. 


Jowler. Very fine, extream fine Muſick Faith al — 


well fare the new Family, I ſay. 
Fred. Combwig, tell the Butler, that Florence-Wine is a little 


prick d; and bid him give Major Bombard, inſtead on t, a Bum-- 
per of Champaign i in his Right-hand, OF Burgundy, whick he 


pleaſes. | 
| Bombs. 


2z 
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F "Bomb. Either of em, good Mr. a-but is not a Bumper - 
in that Glaſs too much, hah? | {Combwig is waiting on Fred. 
' . -Comb. Too much, Sir; no nor twenty ſuch Glaſſes neither: 
Poder me, de know where ye are, Sir, to ask ſuch a Que- 


ſtion?): Why this is the New Family, Major; you are 


not ſtarving at Sir Fambler's now: Come, come, try if you can 
find a Pearl in the bottom. 3 + 8 
Bomb. Nay, the young Fellow has the Soul of an Emperor, 
that's the truth on t: For I think Heliogabal us himſelf had ſcarce 
more Variety than here has been. 
_ © Fred. That Old Fellow, Wi/--- is a ſurly Malecontent, and 
meerly ſo, through too blind a Conceit of his own little or 
no Merits. He was a great Grumbler all the laſt Reign, choak'd 


B himſelf daily, and would ſeek, nor take, forſooth, no Employ- 


ment under the Prince of Orange, as he call'd him 


and 
now not beingin haſtecramb'd with a Commiſſion for Colonel, 
is in the ſame Uneaſineſs ; thou ſhalt ſee me open him with 
this Brimmer, and lay his Intellects before thee. - 
Bueex, I have met ſeveral of thoſe fine Perſons formerly, 


= who rather. than cat with tother Party, would dine upon a 


piece of Loyal Bread and Cheeſe, in ſome dirty Ale-houſe, and 
— they deſerve to be Sainted for it. Dam em, I hate Fel- 
lows that prefer the Service they owe their Country, to the 
Folly of a ſullen captious Humour: If the Government were 
of my Mind, they ſhould cat their Lol aut long enough. 
Fred. Prithee obſerve him, mbwig; give each Man 
his Brimmer : Come Major Bombard, the Queen's Health, three 
Go-downs, and let it be done with theſe Words, round her 
three Kingdoms. | | 5 
= In Wealth may ſhe flow, 
May ſhe Lewis bring low, 
May her Fame ſpread and grow, 
Whilſt Sun ſhines, or Winds blow, 8 208 
No And hang up her Foe. [Drinks. 
Bomb. Ay, And Seoundrels alſo, | 
| That won't let her know 
Where Merit lies low, 
Once renown'd in in 


Queen, | In Crambo, ha, ha, ha. {they lang h.] Bomb. 


— 
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Bomb. Come, come, Gentlemen, the War is a good Siſter of 


Merit, good Men may be wanted e're long, ſince the Pesch J 


are not aſleep: Oh ! for another Landen- Buſineſs, to crop our 

raw Freſh-water Scarf-men ; then Commiſſions, I warrant, 

would ride Poſt, and Men of Conduct ſcarce be in Humour to 

receive em. : [He Drinks. 
Fred. I told thee he was ſo full, he muſt vent a little. 


Queen. Oh, or butſt, that's plain: But come, prithee now- 


let's riſe, and have a word or two about what I ſpoke to thee- 


before Dinner. 


Fred. What, thy Plot upon my. Father to get ſight of the 
Will > Gad, I begin to like it; I know my Fellow has broke 


it to the Major there already, and I think to mot of the reſt ,.. 


III ask him, Combwig come hit her Hey riſe and whiſper, 
| [ther all riſe.. 


Crimp. Tis pity this worthy free-hearted Gentleman ſhould: | 


ever die, Major: 


Bomb. Ay, the Fellow hasa gogd open Soul of his own, tis 


* 


pity he is not a better Soldier; he ſhould have made a French 
Campaign or two, he wants Military Breeding mightily. 

Jowler. A Plague of Campaigns, [11 follow a Pack of good 
Fox-hounds, and rid my Country of its Enemies that way. 

| | | | Winds a Horn: 

Bomb. Ay, thou arta rare Fellow, for the Good of the Pub-- 
lick ———Oh ! damn'd Whore, Fortune, that ſuch a Rogue 
as that ſhould have an Eſtate. [ aſrde.. 

Hook. And Ill manage my Hook and Line, and Artificial Fly, 
upon the River, and make a Trout of a Yard long leap to me 
as if he had Quickſilver in his Guts; here's a Rod now, here's+ 
2 piece of Taper Ingenuity, and there I throw in; [ Hookem ia 
tates Fiſhing with his Rod] pop, up he comes, hey Boys, I have 
him Faith; there's Diverfion for ye, ah, there's no Sport in 
the Univerſe compar'd to Fiſhing, that's moſt certain. 

Bomb. There's another a tame Fool, tis pity he was 
not an Otter, that he might never be without his Diverſion of 
Dabling. | | 

Touch. No Sport, Flint and Steel! What not ſhooting.ye 


Buzzard > ——Gad, if thou didſt but go a little way, I 


mean 


— 
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mean about twenty Mile in a Morning, with my Dog Trey and 
I, thoud'ſt be ſoon of another Opinion, Faith; if thou did(t 
Hut ſee how I maul the Pheaſants and Woodcocks, how 
cleverly flap, I take a Bartridge flying, [he mimicks ſhooting] 
and then how Trey watches my Fire, and when he's down, 
fowſes in and fetches him to me, ah, thoud'ſt ſoon then knock 
under the Table. | 
© Bomb. So, well ſaid Tonch- hole —— three very fine Country- 
Patriots indeed. X54 ? ft 
Crimp. Gentlemen, in my Opinion, there needs no prefe- 
tence iu either of your Sports, nor can there reaſonably be any 
” Heats between ye about it. The ſedate and ſolidly-given Mr. 
Hotte, loves the pretty amuſing Sport of Fiſhing. ¶ Hee ſeems 
_—— | 43h , to talk on. 
F Comb. Sir, I broke the Matter to em all before Dine and 
they reſolve to beat your Command at a Minute's warning; the 
Major ſays, he owes your Uncle a Good Turn, and rejoyces 
= to beany way concernd in putting a Trick upon him. 
=  ZQ&reen. Prithee, Mr. Combmig, give me another Glaſs then— 
IIIl begin a Health. © AU af 
5 Crimp. Gad, I hope thou'lt find her worth 50000 l. as re-. 
ported ; and if ſhe be, I deferve half for my fine Plot. The 
Noble Major here, is for War and Honour got in Bloody Fields 
of Battle. | „ 
Bomb. Ay, in a good Cauſe, and when Merit is rais d, and 
Men of Valour diſtinguiſh d; not in theſe Days, when Spirit: 
lefs Aſſes are loaden with Commiſſions, and Martial Lyons, in 
Dens, fit chewing the Cud of Melancholly. | x 
Fred. Hark Friend—Bombard is at it ſtill yonder. 
Queen. Oh! one Hint winds him up for two Hours Railing 
at any time. | | 
Cramp. Hugh he ſuppoſes himſelf neglected by the Go- 
vernment, and is a little out of Humour : But as I was ſaying, 
Gentlemen, the valiant Major loves War, generous Mr. Jowler 


here a Pack of good Dogs, and the tender Lover of his dear 
Friend and Companion, Trey— ſweet Mr. Toxch-hole here, a 
Gun and Shooting, ——Very good: Why, let every one, Tbe- 
ſeech ye, purſue his pleaſurable Inclinations, and love dne ano- 
| ther; 
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ther ; to ſerve ye all amicably ſhall be mine; for bating a little 
harmleſs Paſtime now and then this way, ¶ They embrace hin.! 
my chief Diverſion is to oblige my Friend, for my part I love 
that. [ Crimp ſhakes Box and Dice. 

Hook. Mr. Crimp, Im your humble Servant. | 

Queen. Thou lov ſt Box and Dice better by half, to my know- 
ledge. Prithee, Fred. how came this Setter here, Iknew him at 
London, a Common Sharper, a Fellow that liv'd upon wheed- 
ling young Cullies, by counterfeiting Honour and Civility, 
that afterwards he might get an opportunity at Play to cheat 
'em of their Money. | . | 

Fred. And without doubt theſe, who are, thou ſeeſt, of the 
true Country Breed, —and Men of Eſtates too, are the Quarry 
he now flies at, to make a Penny of for his Summer Sport; I 
2 ſaw him before, he's their Acquaintance, — tho my _ 
Guelt. | mole? 4 T2 
Queen. Well, they'll ſerve well enough for the Plot we have, 
however: Come Gentlemen, here's my Friend Freds Health, and 
to the happy Succeſs of what honeſt Mr. Combmig has ſpoke t ye 

about; Major, come a Sanction. N 
Bomb. With all my Heart, for my part I am ready. 58 

Joml. And I, I'm for any Trick upon the Miſer, Sir Fumbler; 
I hate even a Dog that belongs to the old Family mortally, 

Touch. They give us there, inſtead of a Bumper of Bourdeaux, 
a Horn of ſmall Beer. 5 

Jowl. A Diſh of Black- ey d Beans without Bacon. 

Hook. And a brown coarſe Pudding, without any Butter : 
When here at the New Houſe we have Veniſon, Pheaſant, Par- 
tridge, Woodcock, Snipe, Teal, Widgeon, _' | 

Jowl. Bourdeaux, Florence, Champaign, Burgundy, Mount- 
alchine, Chablais, Canary, Sherry——hey for the New Family, 
and let the Gout ſtill cramp Sir Fumbler. Nan 

Crimp. Nay, he ſtinted me even of a Napkin to wipe my 
Fingers; he is no Generous Perſon, by no means he wont 
throw a Die, nor nothing therefore hey for the New Fa- 
mily, I ſay fo too. 5 <1 

Lyeen. Well, Gentlemen, ye are all to be diſguis d in Red 

Coats, which Ihave already borrowed of a Collond, a F reed 
| * F 7 oF 
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F of mine, and now let's drink one Glaſs more, Proſperity to 
the New Houſe, and ſo part till the appointed Hour for our _ 
s N | 3 AE 
© Bomb. Ay, come, Proſperity to the New Family,. with a 
Huzza. [I Dey all drink it. 
Fred. Gentlemen, when the Buſineſs is over, III pay my 
Thanks at large. e ¶ Exeunt omnes. 


SCENE Il. 
Enter Maggot-head and Smickett. 


Magg. Well Smickett, where's your Miſtreſs ? 
© Smick. Een where you left her; fitting at her Window above, 
paring of Quinces to make Marmalade, and looking to fee how 
the Rooks build: For my part, I wonder how the young Crea- 
ture can be ſo well pleas d with theſe dull Country Objects; ſhe 
has not my Reliſh I'm ſure. 

Mag. Oh! pray indulge your own Reliſh, and remove from 
em then; I'll not have the Girl infected, Huſwife, with your 

ſcurvy London-Principles ; I know you had rather be Gaping 
there, to ſee the Coaches rattle up and down, and the Fops 

- flutter in their Bob-tail'd Blew Coats, and White Coats, and 

Red Coats, and long ſhameful powder'd Wigs, that cover 'em 
like the Picture of Eve in my Parlour, a Pack of Frenchified 
Puppies : But pray don't you ſet her.agog after theſe Fooleries, 
forbear, I ſay, Town Rampant, Safe's the word Go call 
her down. | | 

Sick. No, Faith, I need not ſet her ; for ſhe's inclin:d 

enough of her ſelf, if he knew all. 

Magg. What Mr. Queenlove hinted to me this Morning about 
her, has ſince, a little alarm'd me: I have had the Charge of 
this young Creature ever ſince her Infancy ; I know too, ſhe's 
worth 50000 J. bequeathed to her by her Unkle's Will, when 
he marries ; provided Sir Fumbler has no Heirs at his Age of 

Sixty three, which now expiring, he pretends his Lady to be 
with Child; which I laugh at: Therefore if I can keep her 
from this young Rake-bell, Frederick, who has had on. han- 

| cring 


Country AA with ber Furbelbe. 35 
kering after her, my French and Spaniſh Adventurers are fobd 
on courſe z and kept in the innocent Ignorance ſhe now re- 
mains, I doubt not but to mould her to my own hand; for to 
my 2 the poor Fool has no indifferent Opinion of my 
Parts already. 2 : 

Euter Miſs Gatty, paring 4 Quinctde. 

Magg. So Miſs Gatty What employ'd about your Sweet- 

meats ?—— that's well. 5 

| Miſs G. Yes, indeed, forſooth, Pappa: And I have been fo 
buſie all this Morning about it, that I han't had time yet to 
cat my Breakfaſt ; Sniclket and I have made two and fifty Pots 
already. 5 0 | | 3 
MMagg. That's my good Girl, Marmalade is of great uſe to me 

this Year of my Mayoralty, to fill up the Deſert, when Im ob- 
lig d to treat the Aldermen, their Wives and Daughters. be- 
ſides, Safe's the word, I love the Conſerve very well my (elf. 

_ Miſs G. And Fil warrant ye, we'll furniſh ye then, Pappa, 
for to oblige you; I love it very well my ſelf too can 
make a ſhift, with a new white Rowl, to eat a Lump as big as 
my Fiſt in a Morning. : | 

Mags. To oblige me, hugh, there ſhe diſcovers herſelf a lit- 
tle: Obligements are the Infant-beginnings of Love, the Seeds of 
the Soul ; as the Poet Lucretius ſaid¶ aſide.] Thank ye, dear 
Miſs, in troth I take it very kindly ; for I do wer I ama 
mighty Lover of the Conſerve, and ſo was my Father before 
me. I have heard of a certain Perſon, in Office about my 
Brother, the Mayor of London, who, as tis numerically compu- 
ted, has, in his Life-time, ſwallowed ſome Two and thirty 
Tun of Cuſtard ; I will not ſay directly. but Safes the word, I 
think I come pretty near him my ſelf in Marmalade. | 
Mi G. There ſhall be a hundred Pots more done out of 
hand then; for I am reſolv'd to pleaſe ye; becauſe you know 
what you promis d me, Pappa. E 

g. Hee——poor Rogue; ſhe has the winningſt way with 
her: What was that, what did I promiſe, Miſs 2 _ 

Miſs G. Oh-—that I ſhould leave off my Bib and Apron, 
Ivads I ſhould love you very well Pappa; but that [am aſham d, 
methinks I look ſo like a great Fool my Bib here won't reach 


F 2 to 
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7 my. Belly, nor-my Apron to my Knees, I am ſo ſprouted up 
this two laſt Years, 1 am Ivads, Pappa. BY 
Magg. Paw, paw. ye are not ſprouted up at all, yate a meer 

Child in troth 3 Why how old do you think vou are now? 

Why, look ye, Gatty, come this Chy iſtmas, you are but bare 

. Fifteen. 

. Miſs G. Bare Fifteen, — Indeed Pappa— beg your pardon, 
that's more than you know. 

| Magg. Ha, ha, ha ——Anotable witty Jade grown ; but III 
not ſeem yet to underſtand her, 

Miſs G. Beſides, bleſs me, what a great great many Years is 

Fifteen, for one to wear a naſty Bib and Apron ? I'm ſure I've 
read in a Book, that there's a place ſomewhere, the Women at 

\ Fifteen are old enough to be Grand-motners. 
 Magg. Ay, that's in the hot Eaſtern Country, the furt heſt 

part of the World, where the Weather ripens em as ſoon as it 

does Flies out of Maggots. In China, they ſay, the Females 
can no ſooner ſuck themſelves, but they are ready to ſuckle 
others: But here in our Northern Parts, Women don't like Ma- 
rigolds, untold as ſoon asthey ſee the Sun. No, Miſs, you muſt 
have Patience, Safe's the word, ſome wiſer than ſome. 
NM. G. Oh Law : Indeed, Pappa, Icantt have Patience any 

longer. Come, if you'll let me leave em off, you ſhall ſee III 

fo pleaſe ye; Fil ſit and ling by your Bed-ſide a Mornings, and 

never ſo much as think of going to that vile, wicked, dirty, 
ſtinking Town of London Oh ! togh — igedit makes me 
keck at the very thought ont; fo you'll let me put on a dear 

Manto and Petticoat, to look handſomely with, only in your 


ſight, Pappa. 
Magg. Only in young Fredericks ſight rather, I believe 
Gatty. his tries her.) [ aſide. 


Miſs C. Hee——©O Law, he brought my Heart tomy Mouth 
at his very naming him, ivads gecle.] He | What a wicked Lon- 
don Rakeſhame, a what de call em? a Beau — nay, what's 
worſe, a high Church Tory and you ſay, Pappa, that's but 

one degree from the Devil. 
Magg. Ha, ha, ha,. good, I think I have wrought 
ber finely, the Creature has no Soul but what I infuſe 2 
5 Ys 


Body, Well, Miſs, this laſt Expreſſion has ſo won upon me, 
that provided you keep your word, yon ſhall dreſs in New: 
Cloaths, and go to your Unkles with me, where we are inyi- 
ted to Dinner t6 Day, --- and (ce, here comes your Kinſwoman, 
I ſuppoſe, to inform ye of 1tt——So, Madam Lyeia, there's your 
Coulin Gatty; I have been diſtilling new Cordial Principles into 
her, pray do you confirm em Safe's the word you know .. 
ſome witer than fome. LExit Mag. 
Enter Lucia. - | 1 E. 

Lucia. What, he has been railing at London, I warrant, and 
all good Breeding : Hang him, fuſty Magiſtrate What, young 
as you are, you are not ſuch a Fool to believe him, ſure. 

Miſs G. Stay a little, is he gone quite off, [/ooks after him} 
No, indeed, ſweet Coufin, T don't believe ene word he ſays, 
nor mean one word that T ſay to him; I only-make a Fool'of 
him always, as I have done now, to get off my naſty Bib ane 
Apron ; but Il go and dreſs like a London Lady preſently, and 
in the mean time, what News from that pure ſweet Honey 
place, dear Couſin? you have promis'd me often to tell me, 
what they do there. | 

Lucia. Do there! why they do every thing there that's plea-- 
fant, Firſt, they rattle about all the Morning long, to ſee: 
Faſlfions, and drink Chocolate. | 5 

Miſs G. Oh Law ! that's pretty: Oh, I love jumbling in a 
Coach at my Heart. 

Lucia. Then in the Afternoon, they Viſit this Lady---Com- 
plement that Lady, and Rail at tother Lady. BE, 

MiG. Good, good, good. Wot | 

Lucia. Then to the Exchange, then to the Play-Houſe; and 
then to the Park. 

Miſs G. The Play-Houſe, oh Law, that's a pure place, I be- 
lieve : They ſay, Couſin, a Woman may be married in a Mi- 
nute's time, at that ſame Play-Houſe, if ſhe has good Luck. 

Lucia. Married, or, as ſome think, provides for as well; 
Couſin. * | 

ſs G. Oh dear ! and that's all oneivads; Pray go on fweet © + 


Mi 
Couſin, I never was fo pleas'd in my Life. 


„* - - 
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D Mofick, drink fine Wine, and eat 
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Lucia. Then to dreſs in fine Cloaths, OI hear fine 


N, O. No Cole and Bacon; I warrant. : 
Lucia. Oh fogh ! Pheaſant, Partridge, od, 


Teal, Lark, Wheat-Ears 


10 7G. Oh! hold, hold, hold, dear Couſin, my Mouth wa- 
$10, I can't tell what to do. 

e And then the ſimeſt, propereſt, well · hap d Gentlemen 

to Court ye. 

Miſs G. Ah ! ſuch as my dear Couſin Fred. 1 warrant, in 
every Street : Oh heavenly. 

Leia. Oh then, I ſee he's in your Head ſtill- But now 
to allay your Mirth a little, what think ye of my Lare Crying- 
out, if a Boy comes, tho I know you are kept in Ignoranee as 
well as I, what Fortunes we are, yet does it not vex you a | 


little > 


A, G. Not at all, ivads ; for ſo my dear Couſin Fred. be 


but kind enough to me, and [ may live to ſee poor, dear, ſweet 
Landon, once before I die; and jumble about, and bear, and ſee, 


and eat, and drink, and rail, and complement, and be courted, as 
you ſay, I care not a Pin for Fortune: And I'll contrive that 


Satisfaction Im reſolv'd. 


For Park and Play-Houſe, leave lone Groves and Brooks, | 
Aud th odious Caw of Country Daws and Rooks. ¶Exeunt. 


End of the Second AF. 
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ACT II SCENE I 
Sir Fumbler brought i in, Abram coming after. 


Sir Fab, TELL, the troubleſome Hour is over then, 

thanks to Providence, and the joyful News 
of a Son and Heir has already bleſt me, ugh—ugh. I think I 
am the happieſt Father in Chriſtendom : But chat my ja» 


- 


hne Mie with her Pee, 3 


with the Midwife, ſhould-remove to cry out in another Houſe, 
is ſuch a Riddle, that as yet, I confeſs, I cannot underſtand. 

Abram. This Paper beareth what will reconcile th Affair to 
your Honour. DEAF { Gives him 4 Paper. 
Sir Fumb. reads.] Lo cannot but believe, Sir, that the French 
and Spaniſh Pretenders you have received into your Houſe, muſt be 
very revengeful, finding their Hopes fruſtrated, --- and as they have 
already brib d you to _ our Niece, ſo perhaps they may, ſome 
about us, to poyſon your Child. —to ſecure all therefore, I am at pre- 
ſent abſconded in a Friend's Houſe, to be forth-coming, when things 
are a little better ſecur d, and you ſhall think fit to order the Chriſt- 


ning. 

Ereful Creature, —ſhe overjoys me: Why, this is Reaſon 
in the higheſt Sence———Ugh———and 71 ſoon rid my ſelf 
of my Foreigners, ifaith---I have taken my Monſieur's Jewels 
and Money, -but what then? if he accuſes me of Bribery, III 
have him up for a French Spy; I'll trounce him that way, by 
Queen Elizabeth, --Oh here they come, go you and wait in 
the next Room, and be ſure ſtir not from thence. ¶ Exit Abram 

Ester Piſtole, and Don Tomazo. [ and Servants. 

P;ft. Oh! Sir Fumbler, now I hope you vil believe vat me 
ſay one oder time, me. have diſcover ſuch a ting, ſuch a dam 
Plot againſt you, dat is not in de whole Varl begar,---your Lady 
is gone, vid her Womans, 'her Mid-Mid-Midnight, a Plague vat 
de call her,. no Pain, no Shild, no Cry-out, Morbleau, mepeepa 
troo de hole in mine Chambre, and ſee all, dey pack up de Plate, 
and de Jewel, and Jernie dey are gone, and have put one con- 
founded Sheat upon you. 

Sir_Fumb. So, this is as I expected; I Il play upon the French 
Fool a little, de.] Why ay Monſieur—ugh. the Devil's in 
theſe Women, they will be too hard for us one way or other -— 
oh and troth that Friendly Confideration was one Reaſon 
why I diſappointed you and your Son there of my Niece ſhe 
would have play d ſome skittiſh Female Trick or other, to have 
affronted his Hari Punctilio: And what's Fifty thouſand 
Pounds in Amends for a Punctilio affronted > — A Bauble, a 
Trifle——ugh, ugh | | 

D. Tem. Sir, Thave not liv'd in Spain ſo long, to fear any 

| | Woman's 
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Woman's PO of n me ; I underſtand Women, Sir, and In- 

4 trigue too, voto; I have dealt with Dona s and Ma as, who 

underſtood the length and breadth of my Punctilio to a hair, 
Sir. have alſo been comically concern d wh em, I have deen 
ftow'd up in a Chimny, and ſmoak d there two Hours like a 
Piece of Bacon by a Woman: I have had a Half- tub whelm'd 
over me as long, by an amorous Wife, to hide me from the 

lous Cornutho, her Husband, who ſurpriz'd us. 

Sir Fumb. Very well, my vigorous Don: And can you think 
it then a wonder, if my Wife in her turn, puts a little Trick upon 
me? ſhe has flatted her Belly witli an Engine ſhe has contriv'd, 
1warrant, and is gone to dance at ſome Ball, ha, ha, oh, oh; oh, 

ha, ha, ha. | [Laught, A e. 

Piſ. Hey morbleau, dat is ver pretty, you laugha and you 
cry, you cry and you laugha, but you have de ver grand rea- 
ſon vor one, dat is to cry Eternelement vor you be ſo rob, ſo 
ſheata. 

Sir Fumb. Oh, oh-, Da, ha-Why troth, Monſieur, be- 
ing agitated by two ſuch prevalent Paſtions, I can't forbear, _ 
ha, ha, when I think what an advantage half Fifty thouſand 

| Guineas would have been to you, to ſend into France, to Coyn = 
into Piſtoles; and when I think on the loſs of fo hopeful a Pro- 
| ject, then I cry out, androar---oh, oh . | 
1 H. Tom. Tell him, Father, that's more than his fine Lady 
has done for his Son and Heir you may take that alſo up- 
4 on my voto, Seignior. 

Piſt.Hee, hee hee, ver good, ver wok. Don Tuna, ver ſharpdat. 

Sir Fumtb. But when I think of the Spariſb Hopes being diſ- 
appointed, the other part of the Money * to be laid out in 
our Wool here, ha, ha, ha, and for vaſt underhand Profit to 
be convey d into Spain, ha, ha, —contrary to the Queen's Pro- 

hibition and Proclamation of War, then in ſpite of Pain- 
1 —_— ha, ha, ha. 

Piſt. Jernie, vat is all dis? Are you ſtark mad, Sir Fragen ? 
vil yon no believe me? 

Sir Famb. Believe ye, Monfſicur ! What that my Wife has 
left the Houſe ? Yes, Faith, I do believe ye with as much Cer- 
— that the King of France ſhall never be an Emperor. 


D. Tom. 
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D. Tam. And that your Lady has brought ye no true born Engliſh 
Babe, but chows'd ye with a Turkey-work Cuſhion. wy 
Sir Fumb. And that my Lady has as certainly a true born Engliſh Babe, 
as at preſent your new King has the Spaniſh Crown, and conſequently a 
barter Title to the Fifty thouſand Pounds by a great deal; and if I pro- 
pheſie right, will poſſeſs it much longer. | 
Piſt. Mad, mad, ſtark mad, Morbleau !— vel, hark you, Monſieur 
Sir Eumbler, if you no perform your Promiſe about your Niece, me 


hope you vill be ſo generous to refund de preſent of Gold and Jewel 


dat me have delivera. | 

Sir Exmb. Not one Croſs nor Spark, Monſieur, I am your private 
Council you know, and am refolv'd to exact good Fees. 

D. Tom. Voto, we ſhall get you into Weſtminſter Hall, Signior. 

Sir Fumb. You ſhall get me as ſoon into the Inquiſition, Signior; in 
fhort, the Purport of the Will gives the next Heir of mine born and 
chriſtned the aforeſaid Eſtate; now that ſuch an Heir is born in ſpite of 
all the twelve Peers of France, or the Don Rodrigues of Caſtile, L do 
averr, and that he ſhall be chriſtned within few Hours, you, my noble 


Friends and Inmates, ſhall be Witnefles ; for I will invite the adjacent 


Counties to be SpeQtators of my Joy; nay, not only them, bur our two 
antagoniſt Nations France and Spain ſhould be welcom on this occaſion. 
P:ft. Begar dis is ver fine, you owe no Law, no Honour, no Juſtice, 


you have no Shild, Morbleau, yet you take my Preſent, and break your 


romiſe, but me ſhall find de Friend, Sir Fumbler, to force you to maka 
me de reaſon ; vat a diable, you ſhall no bully every ting, you have no 
French Gariſon in your Houſe, — hah, vat tink you Maitre Mayor, is 
dis de French Gariſon. 
Emer Maggothead frighted and Abram. 
Mage. A French Gariſon, —Ods pretious! I believe it is, for yonder are 
a Troop of arm'd Redcoats at the Gate, that make it look ſomewhat like 
one; they made a Lane tor me to paſs by, but a party of em have raviſh'd 
away your Niece and Daughter from me, and carried them into the 
Parlor, where the Cloth's laid; ods pretious, Safe's the Word, but tis 
ſuch a Riddle I can't tell what to make on. | 
Abram. By this ſwarm of Locuſts there muſt be ſome horrible Plot, 
affirmatively. 85 £7 ; 
Sir Eymb. Humh, what ſays he, a Troop of Redcoats, my Houſe is 
not miſtaken for an Inn ſure, and theſe Vermin this War time come to 
uarter upon me. Hey Roger — George — come, and trundle me to this 
range fight, the dozing Mayor drunk too much Broom- Ale laſt Night, 
ſure, has had a Dream this Morning, and is not yet well out on't. 
| | . Exit Sir Fumbler. 
D. Tom. If they are Redcoats tis indeed a Riddle yet unfolded, but 
if they had been blew, I could eaſily have ſoly'd it by a private Letter 
receiv'd from abroad. | Ke | 
Piſt. De blew be de French Colour, and dat would ma foy have ſig- 
nife ſome grand Affair. | . 
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Lais. 1 vow, Brother, methinks cis a very odd method you have 
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Magg. Why verily my Eyes were ſo dazled with the Braſs Hilts of the 
Soldiers Weapons, and I was alſo in ſuch a Fright, that I may miſtake, 
and their Coats may be blew for ought I know ; — but good Signior, 
what if they were, what Secret do you know by that, I beſeech ye. 

D. Tom. Why then they are a Party of French Privateers, and a ſtrong 
Body of them you may depend upon't have taken Portſmouth. 

Magg. Ods pretious, Portſmouth, one of the ſtrongeſt Places in the 
Kingdom, as I live, and I think twas in the News they took Gzern/ey and. 
Tae, ſome time ago ; why this is the Fruits now of proclaiming War, 

was againſt it all along; I warrant they II go onftrait now to London, 
and it may be take the Tower, if they are nor ſtopt by the valiant Train 


Bands. 


D. Tom. You ſay they were Redcoats, and then perhaps they may be 
of our own fide; | | | 

Magg. No, no, on us Conſcience v4 were blew, my Fear tells me 
ſo ; but they might be black for ought I know, for I hutried through 
em as if a Cannon had bin firing at my Backſide; I never ſaw whether 


they had any Faces on or no. 


Piſt. Ah, Maitre Mayor, dis be ver bad News vor you, me tell you 
dat, for de French love Monarchy, and always hang de Republican up 


by de Heel alive. 


Magg. Ods pretious, and Coventry is but a little way off neither; 
but come, I can turn, I can turn, a Common-wealth's Man is not ſo 


ſtiff neither, 


But when he's forc'd he can comply, | 
And drink a Health to Monarchy, *** 
And, Monſieur, fo ifaik can J. „ Noiſe within. 


What, Saſe's my Word ſtill, ſome wiſer than ſome. 


D. Tom. There's a great Noiſe without, if after our Raillery theſe 
ſhould be Thieves, — come to rob us — voto, twould make but an ill 

end of the Jeſt. Come Father, let's ſee what the matter is. 
P;R. Alez mon fils — along donc. [As they are going out they are 
2 met by Bom. Jowler, Touch-hole, Crimp, 
diſguisd, who ſeize them and excunt. 


SCENE IL 


Enter Frederick, Queenlove, and Combwig diſzuis'd, with Miſs dreſs'd 
| modiſply, and Lucia. | ; % 

Fred. And that you ſhould not be frighted, Siſter, nor you, my dear 
pretty Couſin, we have taken this opportunity to balk your Guardian, and 
diſcover our ſelves to you, and plot upon my Father, which is only to 
ſearch his Houſe, and get a fight of the Will. | 

Queen. Which may be of material Conſequence to both of ye, ſince 
neither know your Fortunes, nor what ye may be wrong'd of when your 
Father pleaſes ro be our of Humour. 


* taken 


taken, for I ſwear I was terribly 
Father to th* extreme, for he thinks of nothing but that tis a Robbery. 

Fred. No _ tho? he deſerves it from me; all that ll fob him of 
ſhall be a fight of the Will, a Kiſs from my pretty Couſin here, and 
to know what weight ſhe bears. | | : 

Miſs. Oh! Lord, he huggs me fo cloſe I can't have liberty to look 
upon my ſelf a little in my new Dreſs. | Looking on ber ſelf.] Well 
ivads tis pure in Faſhion; nay, Coufin Fred, not that I was ſo much 


frighted, Coufin Fred, I an't ſuch a Baby to be afeard of a Man; but 


od me, Coufin Fred, that you ſhould do ſuch a thing to kiſs me 


ouſin Fred, — O law tis huge pretty; well, I ſwear I'm a Woman now, 


let them ſay what they will. 

Fred. A Woman, ay, every Inch of thee,” what would they perſuade 
thee thou art a Child ſtill, my dear ſweet Couſin Garry ? 

Miſs. Ah! dear ſweet Coufin Fred, yes indeed. 

Lucia. She's as pleas'd with her new Clothes, as a Lapdog of his 
Collar and Bells. ; -- <2 

2ueen. Ay, and not a little pleas'd with this Liberty. from her Jaylor 
now. Combtoig, is all manag d as it ſhould be? 

Fred. Where's my Father and the two Inmates. 


Comb. In the next Room, Sir, all ina profound Fright, and amaz'd to 


think- what will be the end of the matter; they are all bound and pin- 


nion'd except the old Knight, and his Gout does that for him naturally; 


ſo that you may prepare for the Search when you pleaſe, for moſt of the 
Servants are employ'd abroad to ger things ready for the Chriſtning. 
Fred. No Faith, we'll dine with him firſt, come ill let's go and 
contrive it to be done with Ceremony; they are all to ſpeak French 
Giberiſh the better to paſs unknown, for your part, Ladies, you have 
your Kews already; and, Siſter, be it your particular Care to keep Miſs 
in order, that her over acted Joy diſcover nothing. 
Queen. I'll do what I can to make ye ſenſible of your Fortune now, 
Madam; I have already, to ſhew ye a faithful Lover. [ Exeunt. 
Miſs. Oh good! what a vexatious thing *ris, that one can't ſee one's 
ſelf round; oh, here's a Glaſs. ¶ Currſeys to the Glaſs.] Your Servant, 
dear Mrs. Gatty, your Servant, your Servant; — pray Couſin how d'ye 
like the Silk of my Manto, is it not a charming one? and my Head 
here, ſweet Couſin, is it not a pure crumptious Head? and my Petti- 
coat and my Furbeloe here, and my Furbiloe here, and here, and here? 
ch, good, well tis ſo pretty, ſure one can't be too much furbilo d. 
Lucia. Ha, ha, but your Admiration comes a little of the lateſt now, 
Couſin; for tis almoſt quite out of Faſhion. : 
Miſs. What, — wont make me believe that; I ave our Taylor b 
the by a Token Crown piece in broad Gold, and a Coronation Medal 
to make it in the neweſt Faſhion he could, and 'm ſure he would not 
cheat me; for he's the honeſteſt Man, and that he's a pure Woman's 


Taylor Ivads, I think you may ſee by me, here's a Shape for ye, 
Couſin _ 


[ Gatty jets about. 
l G 2 Lucia. Twas 
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that ye have almoſt ſpoil'd it. | 


you, Sir? 


N Taree: | was tolerable once ſnag be truly 
cram'd your ſelf ſo with Eggs and 


to make ye look a great Girl, 


iſs. Oh Lord, it ſhe were older I ſhould ſwear ſhe was a Witch. 
ivads. [| A/ide.] For I confeſs I did fo hate my Bib and Apron; that I 


would have ſwallow'd Poiſon if I thought *twould have ſwell'd me big- 
get; but pray now Couſin tell me, is my Rump ruffled enough, there's 


the main thing, ivads ? Hah, methinks I han't half Folds enough to 
make me look great and bouncing, — ah, if I an't ſwingingly ruffled. 
about the Rump, I would not give a half penny for all. 

Lucia, Why then if that will confirm the Taylor's Credit with ye, I 
ſwear he has nor ſtinted ye, for ye bear Sail enough for. any Man of. 
War in Chriſtendom. | Fe 5 

Sir Fumbler is trundled in by Jowler and Touch-hole diſguis'd. 

Miſs. Oh good, my Uncle! What will my Coufin Fred do to me now 


33 — bur let him do what he will, I won't diſcover any thing I'm 
© relolv'd. 


Sir Fumb. What d'ye mean by this, Gent. where are my Servants, 


— what are you Friend, hah? Le ſurpriz'dly at Jowler. 


Fowler. Je ſuis une home du Guer, Monſieur. 
Sir Eumb. Ay, what that is now old Nick may tell ye for me; and 
| 1 I Touch- hole. 


Sir Fumb. It muſt be | 
Shore, and moſt certainly come to rob me, oh ! oh! a Capitain! good, 
all the Thieves in Europe call themſelves Capitains now a days, oh! 

Lucia, how &'ye, Sir, would I could help ye. [ Seems to pore. 

Miſs. Or I either, oh! would my Coufin Fred were here Unkle. 

. [Seems to weep.. 


Touch. Te ſuis une 2 * Morbleau. 
2 


Lucia. Huſh, have a care what you ſay. [ Jaggs her.] The Girl's Head 


runs fo upon her Couſin Fred, ſhe'll certainly diſcover ſomething. 


Sir Fumb. Poor Jades, they are ſo concern d for me, they're inſenſible 


of their own Danger, — for here's no Security againſt Raviſhment that 
I fee, and this French Capitain looks like no great Doctor in Humanity, 
— here comes the whole Cavalcade too, hah, and my Dinner ſerv'd in 


- by the Devil knows who; oh! however twas well my Wife luckily 
diſpos'd of my Plate and Jewels. before. they came, I was unwilling, 


then, but now am glad on'r. | - a 
Enter Bombard, Hookem, Crimp, Butler with Diſhes, and place them 
on the Table, Combwig, with a Cabinet; Piltole, D. Tomazo, Mag- 


gothead, and Abram bound and pinion d, then Queenlove and Frede- 


rick, Combwig whiſpers bim. 1 | 

Comb, Here's the Cabinet, Sir, which, I found in the Cloſet, where 
Madam Lacia directed me; ſo we muſt only make him diſcover where. 
the Key is, and then you have your Deſire. | 

Fred. Oh! prithee do thou go and fright him out ont, whilſt I ma- 
nage the reſt ; I ſee he has his Eye upon't already, along, 7 


Miſs you have lately 


they re ſome of the French Privateers got on 


* 


Jes 
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ez fi. vous plais, unbind Hat old Raſcal there, and let him walt. 
Sir umb. Hah! the Cabinet where the Will and all my Writings are; ou! 
oh! Confufion if they rob me of that, Pm undone for ever. » I 
Fred takes Miſs Gatty, and Queenlove Lucia, and ſit down at Table with* 
the reſt, and cat and drink, — they make Abram watt. + w 
D. Tom. They are very hungry ſure, that they can ſpare ſo much time, and. 
venture. their Necks for a Dinner. OD! 2 RIA, 
Piſt. Ecote, mon fils, dey are de French I find, vor all dey have de red- 
Coat, — me vill diſcovera my ſelf to dem, and get Fayour. * 
Magg. Oh! the Inflexibility of human things, am in my degree now: 
Mayor of Coventry, and yet for an odd Word, inſtead of puniſhing theſe: 
Varlets may be ty'd Neck and Heels my ſelf; O rempora! O mores ! but 
come, Safe's the Word, tis paſt doubt, Friend Abram, this muſt befor Miſs: 
Gatty, they have ſmelt out the Heireſs, and the Money, moſt certainly: they 
rook all, like Fortune hunting Rogues. | { To Piſto 
Abram, Yes, yes, Money will not long lie hid in any pack, the very dead: 
themſelves, tho” they can ſpend none ont, will riſe agen from their Graves to 


_ diſcover their Money,. affirmatively, oh! —[Queenlove whiſpers him, 


| | he gives him a. Glaſs... 

Queen. Along, Bouger donez moy a Boire Monſieur a vot; ¶ Io Sir Fumb. 
Sante, mon Amy Beve & baiſe vot Metreſſe. [Io Fred. Aiſing Lucia,. 

Fred. De tout mon ceur, along Meſſires baiſe les tout. U reft kiſs em. 

Sir Fumb. Oh! oh! oh! can Fleſh-and Blood bear this? Monſieur Piſtale, 
you can ſpeak their Language, tell em, I hope they are ſo much Men, they- 
will not wrong the Ladies; and ſay withal, that Lam ſorry they find me out of 
Money to ſupply their Want, ugh, ugh, confound *em. + | [ A/ide.. 

Comb. Look you, Sire, me can ſpeaka de Engliſh a leetle, and aſſure you 
de Ladie and all here ſhall be raviſh.and Murdre, if you no give de Key vor: 

en dis Cabinet preſantlee. - -,. . - - W | 

Sir Famb. Oh! the Devil, this is what I feard; this is a worſe twitch than 


the Gour a thouſand times; alas, Sir, there is nothing there but old Papers, 


the Key can be of no value to you, oh! oh! : E 
Comb. Oh! Sire, dere be ſome old Parchment or oder for maka de Kite 
for fly, de French love extremement for fly de Kite, derefore de Key, de- 
Key, or we vill ſo raviſh, ſo burn, ſo plundera. 
| Sir Fumb. Oh! was ever Man fo tortur'd ? | 7 
Mg. Well, ivads, this is a pure Frollick, oh good, how my Unclelooks.*. ® 
Lucia. If you don't put the old Gentleman out of Pain quickly, my; * 
Pity will diſcover all. | | 
Queen. Oh! Silence, dear ſweet, for Heaven's ſake, he'll .be.diſpatcht* 
immediately. | ; | 8 
Fred. Combwig I believe has manag d him by this time. 
Comb, In ſhort den, Sire, not to waſt time any longer, I muſt not only have 
de Key, but know de Story of your Niece, and de whole Truth upon your 
Oat: vor to be plain, dat is de main cauſe of our coming, viſh if you deny, 
or tell falſe, here be. doſe vill maka no more to cut your Trote, begar den 


to ſnapa dere Finger. 55 
Sir Fumb. . Oh! bloody French Bougre, 0h! my Stars, wellI ſee tis invain 
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to reſiſt their Malignity; 1 find too this is all my Villain Son's Contrivance 


to rob me, and ſeize my Writings, tho his hopes will be ne er the ſooner com- 
f is'd, unleſs the Child were unbornagen: Pray let me conſider zlittle, humh, 


' | Pawſes.] Now Fortune befriend me; well, Sir, fince the Secret muſt out, 


beſeech ye let not ſo many be partakers, deſire the reſt to withdraw, and to 


Fo 


you alone, who are, I ſee, their Manager, the whole ſhall be diſcover'd. 


- Comb, Oh! dat me vill ingage vid all mine Heart. | Comb. evbi/pers all. 

Logk you Sire, de ſay dey are all willing to go out for give you Satisfaction. 
Sir Fumb. Why then, Sir, the Key lies in one of the China Difhes upon 

the Scrutore above in my Chamber, or elſe among my Linen in the Cheſt of 

Drawers; my Daughter can ſhew you the place, pleaſe to fetch it, Sir, and 

then, what you muſt know, you muſt know. | 

Comb. Ver goot, in de mean time, me vill truſt de Gout with your keep- 


ing, and de Cabinet, along Mefhres. 


- Mifs. Oh law, Uncle, will you let this ſtrange French Creature devour me, 


. - ivads [ſhall laugh out. [A/ | Exernt all the ee but Combwig. 


Six Fumb. Devour her, Od would that Morſel would ſerve turn, but theſe 


Sharpers won't be contented with a Virgin Pullet, without golden Sawce to't, 
à pox take em. | | 


17 mon amy, we are both of de ſame Country, and to telle you 
one Secret, I am here de Spy, and ſerve our grand Monarch in his pollitique 


Affaire, if you vil unbind me and my Son Don Tomaz here, we will manage 
de Secret vid one anoder, and de Riches and Honour begar from France and 


Chain (hall be at our Service. 


. 


Comb. Here's a rare French Rogue for ye, and paſſes for a Proteſtant Refugee, 


Iwarrant him; this Diſcovery is worth ſomething however: Hah, Poltroon 


uin, vatſhare mine Plunder, begar de Frenchman love himſelf too well yor 


? dat. dat be de Trick of de Duſh and German Fool, along Bougre. | Strikes him. 


Piſt. Begar dis be de bad Omen, me have obſerva dat de French Politique 


vill no take effect as formerly; Diable vat is de meaning of dis! 


Magg. Oh tempora ! oh mores ! I fay agen; well, Iam Mayor of Coventry 


| ' ſtill, and muſt demonſtrate Wiſdom by Patience; but Friend, if it could but 


enter into thee who I am ——  _ 5 
Comb. Aw, Fanatick Bougre, me know you ver well, — along Poltron. 
| [ Strikes him.] | Excunt. 
Mage. Oh! tempora ! ob mores ! 
Sir Fumb. Fra They are gone at laſt, and have left me alone, as I cun- 
ningly contriv'd, ---- Death! what an Agony and Fright have the Villains put 


me into, but yet ſhould not ſucceed in their damn'd Enterprize for all their 

> Subtilty, if my Nerves, Joints and Limbs—— Oh! fo long reſty with my 

Diſtemper, would but take the Vigor my Soul could lend em in this extreme 

Criſis of my Life; forl have one Secret yet unknown, which has unavoidable 

Power to fruſtrate all their Defigns ; for _ this Houſe and 
re 


ERate, they told me it had belong d tor ſome h d Years to a ſtrict Family 


of Roman Catholicks, and withal ſhew'd me a ſecret Trap-door in this very 


Room, opening a large Vault which led from thence into the Garden, where. 


"in the late Popiſh Plot time they us d to ſtow their Prieſts in Days of Search and 


Danger; I having private Knowledge of this, us d many times to play Tris * 
I 4 | wit 
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with Gueſts and Relations, often vaniſhing away when they left me alone: and 
ſo got, from many that could not * my ſecret Conveyance, the Name of 
a Ech, they believing really I dealt with the Devil: humh, what a glo- * 
rious piece of Conjuration would this be now, as my Caſe ſtands ! there's 
the Cabinet left as If it dared me to a Trial; within it, Writings worth near 
2 hundred thouſand Pounds, which, if I _ are a n to theſe 
Robbers; the Loſs of which, beſides the preſent venture of my Throat's cut- 
ting, if I refuſe to tell them my Niece's Story, will be my Death infallibly. _ 
By your Leave, Gout then; and Limbs, let me now ſee, how far the Spirit of 
Fear cananimate ye. | Rowſes a littie.] I haveknown in diſtreſs of Fire and 
ſuch Dangers, the Bedrid have found Strength enough to relieve themſelves by 
running away; my Fright, Loſs and Danger equals any, let's ſee therefore 
what Deſpair can do; hark, they'r coming, now, now's the time, or never. 
Tumbles about till be gets the Cabinet, and to the 2 So, here's the Ca- 
inet, here's the Key, and here's the Trapdoor; hold, t e Window, I ſee, is 
open already, and a Word or two with my Pencil left on Paper will amuſe em 
the more. [ Vrites.] And ſo my ſweet ſappated Son, with your Crew of poli- 
tick plotting Fuppics, I think ye are out plotted now; for you muſt pull up 
the Floor it you'll follow me. (Hons with the Cabinet down the Vault. 
| Re-enter Combwi 


Comb. Come, Come, dis Trick vill no do, Moundieur, dere be no Key, 
—— how. now, where the Devil is he, what the Cabinet gone too, oh! they 
have got him into the next Room, I ſuppoſe, for better Security; hey Mei- 
fires, along, bring him in, dis be de ver dam Trick begar. : 

Re-enter Frederick, Queenlove, Bombard, Lucia, M/s Gatty, + 
 Hookem, Crimp, Jowler, Touch-hole. 

Queen. Well, choice Lad, what ſays the old Fobus ? — 

Bomb. Ay Boy, what ſays the old Fobus ? Fred and the reſt flaze” 

Hook. Ay, what ſays the old Fobus? [ about, and Combwig at them.. © 

Comb. Why, what can the old Fobus fay ? | 

Crimp, Ay, what can the old Fobus fay ? 

Jotol. Ay, what can he ſay? 

Comb. He put a plaguy fly Trick upon me, there's no Key above. 

Queen. A Trick upon thee! 

Bomb. A Trick upon thee ! 

Fowl. A fly Trick. 

Crimp. A Trick. 

Hook. A Trick. | | 

Fred. But where is he, Raſcal ? Eageriy. 


Queen. Ay, where is ge? Louder. 
Bomb. ay, where the Devil is he ? Loudeſt. 
Comb. Why, where the Devil is he, I ask you? I left him here in a pla- 
guy Fright, with the Cabinet. s 
i. He has not been with us. a 
Miſs. Nor the Cabinet neither, oh law 3 
Comb. No. [Omnes.] No. : 


Fred. Why ſure this Rogue has not melted my Father away in a Fright, 
and the Cabinet too, here are no ſuch Signs, 2 8 
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nb Tam amaz'd, confounded. Why Gent. as this is my Head on, I left 
dem both here within this two Minutes. | | 
© Lucia.” Here's a Paper on the Floor, let's ſee what's in't. { Takes the Paper. 
Miſs. Succ-Succ-cour, ſup-ſuggar Sops. | Gatty looks int with her. 
Fred. Pifh, wha - ist. Sa 1, by Magick Speed Reads. 
| | ccour, ſuppos d, agic 
bk: | Has helpt wn 1 in time of need. 
Oh] *cis plain now, the old Gentleman's flown out of the Window, and has car- 
tried the Cabinet with him as lightly as a Carrier Pigeon do's a Letter in Twskey. 
3 Miſs Oh law! and that may be, I vow; for now I think or't, I have 
ard he has conjured himſelf out of the Houſe, a many times. ? 
Veen. | know not whither he can make himſelf Conjurer or no, but he 
has made Fools of us I'm ſure. | 
Fired. If I find her worth 500007, Vill, wilt thou be reaſonable and take 
” half now for thy fine Plot. [ Ironically to Queenlove. 
=  Dueen. Why Faith, that may chance to be ſomewhat too much, for as. 
che Caſe now doubtfully ſtands, Fred, I queſtion whether thou canſt ſpare 
Io much our of her Fortune. 15 . 
4 "ook Fortune! dam her and all her Fondlings, I have found her a Whore 
XY : | 2 ong.. ' : I 
8 Foto. Why this is a plaguy balk, Gent. 5 2 
Omnes. Ay, tis fo, a damnable balk. LA fretting about. 
EF Maggothead within. | Off with the Hinges, there's but one Door more, ſhe's 
within there, — Miſs Garry, Miſs Garry, Child, Child. . | 
%. Oh! theDewce take your bawling Chops, what will become of me 
nov. | : | 
EL Fed, Ah, Cuſtard choak him, *cis the muſty Mayor, he has had help ſome 
$1 py or other, and is got looſe, dslife, we have no time to contrive neither, but 
done Kiſs then, dear Creature, and fo down to the Back door and diſperſe 
| immediately. 
| Queen, Only this now, but the next Opportunity, I hope, will fix your 
&  Refolve, till when adieu, dear Angel. FR and exeunt. 
Lucia. Well, I ſwear, this Accident puzzles me ſtrangely, how ſhould he 
et away ? | 
1 5 Mr. Nay, by the Devil's help no doubt on't, that old Carrier of Cuckolds, 
F_ ivads, has gallop'd him off, Tm ſure; but that does not trouble me half fo 
much as to leave my dear {weet Couſin Fred fo ſuddenly, to go to my old 
Rinking Guardian yonder. Hs, . [Weeps. 
Ie Tet tho that makes me cry this makes me ſing, 
ay The Bib and A pron's gone, that's one good thing. 


= - The End of the third Af.” 
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rn SCENE I © 


Enter Lady Oldmode dreſcd faſhionably, and Probleme. 
Lady. Hat, they are fretting onder ſtill, Probleme, the Miſcarriage 


of this Ot unon 


' . . ” A gp ww 
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Prob. Ay, Madam, and burn me likea Toaſt, if* twould not make one almott 
die with laughing, to ſee how they ſcratch their Heads; and what Faces they 
make, eſpecially the bluff Major, and the. other Country Puts; the Major 
has broke his Sword to the Hile, with claſhing it againſt the Walls for Mad- - 3 
nels; the Fiſher has ſpoil'd his — and the Dog - lover crack d anlqgd 
quite demoliſh'd his beſt hunting Horn. | "I 
| Lady. Well, Tm reſolv'd they ſhan't yet know the Turn of their good For- 
tune; Fil rally my young Rover a little more firſt. | | 

Prob. Play with him a little, Madam, as a Cat does with a Mouſe, he 
will go down the ſweeter at laſt. Here they come, Pl get out of the way 
for fear of croſs Queſtions. _ Exit Prob. 

g Enter Frederick, Queenlove, Bombard, Crimp, Jowler, Hookem 
 wndiſguisd, with Touch-hole. 

Fred. Nay, nay, this Plot faith, Vill, muſt do, it looks with a good Face, 
therefore if ever thou wilt aſfiſt me, do it now friendly; thine, as Fate will have 
it, has been unſucceſsful, now thou ſhalt ſee what mine will do. "= 

Queen. Well, Il do what I can to banter my Common-wealths-man for 
thee, and will alfo ſend the Letter to him, as thou haſt contriv'd it, tho faith 
I conſent bur with half a good Will; if we were ſure of her Fortune, 1 
ſhould go briskly about the Buſineſs, but this meer Whoring, without the” 
warrant of Honour or the Pleafure of Profit, why how doſt thou think! 
can anſwer it to my Conſcience ? 3 LY 

Fred. Oh! Friendſhip muſt balance that; beſides, prithee hope the beſt 
ſtill, things may fall out better than we imagine; however, m reſolvd to 
put it to the venture, but no more, here's my Lady. 1 1 

Lady. What, in the Dumps ſtill, Sir, is this the beſt Air you can put on 
to entertain a Lady that honours ye with a kind Viſit? Tis well enough in- 
deed for a Mother-in-Law, but for a Miſtreſs, and one newly brought to 
Bed you know too, ha, ha, ha, unieſs the Word Stale be put in to ſpoil = 
the felt tis a little unaccomptable. | 

X Fred. Oh! you ſhall find ir otherwiſe, Madam, immediately, nothing ſhall 
appear in my Humour but what is concurrent with yours, and proper to ex- 
-preſs my Thanks for this laſt well acted Scene of your Wit and Kindnels, _ - 
which | ſwear, Madam, I muſt own'were periorm'd to a Miracle. WIS 

Lady. And why is this ſtiff formal Word of Madam us d ſo much then, pray 

Sir? 1 grant, before your Father *twere proper enough; but, dear Fred, inte 

I was intended to be nearer related to thee, than the Title of Mother-in-Law 

can make me, let me have the old loy'd Name of Ce/za I us'd to have. 3 
Fred. Why then Celia, the witty and the charming thou ſhalt be always, 

my Friend here knows I drink thy Health by that Name every Night devoutly. 
Qucen. *Tis very true, Madam, I muſt do him Juſtice in that point. * 
Fred. Nor pray don't think my Appetite ſo ſqueamiſn, that tis to be pall'd, 

by having a good Diſh I have lov'd over agen; no, no, for my part I think * 

Repetition of what one likes, as pleaſant as Expectation of a Novelty, ang 

the Reſtorative of I may have, equal to the Provocative of I would have. 1 
Lady. Oh pardon me, Sir, you Men are generally of quite another Opinion, 

y ou always love beſt the things hardeſt to be got; and your right Lover lixe your, - 

right Fox-hunter, delights in the Difficulty of the Chace not in the Game it feli. 


I 


— 
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Queen. Fatigue, 
to ene Delight; but tis certainly always as Appetite ſways, and i 
never 
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dam, with ſome ſort of Lovers, indeed is the ly my 
lo, 


new the cuſtomary Raſher go down the worſe, becauſe it was eaſie to 
be got, and ready at hand. 7 [ Emer Butler with Wine. 
Fed. Put the Burgundy round there, Gent. pray fit down and try if you 
can drive away Sorrow, for our late Miſcarriage, with a Bumper or two, III 
come and thank ye with a Glaſs my ſelf preſently. - [Fred ig courting and 

| | | . with Lady Oldmode. 


Zowler. Wich all my Heart, I han't had Profperity to the New Houſe to 


Day, come along, Major, let's tope. 


mb. Well, prithee tope if thou wilt, —— admirable Companions theſe. 
Hook. Ay, and let the Old Houſe fink to the Dogs, come let's tope. 
Omnes. Ay, ay, the New Houſe, the New Houſe, come on my Lads. 
Enter Combwig haſtily. They ſit down to drink. 
_ Comb. Sir, I know I ſhall ſurprize ye, but may I never powder peruke 
more, if your Father be not below in the Hall, with the French Merchant, 
— the Groom is pulling off their Boots. 
Fred. How now, Impertinence, what's that you ſay ? [ Turning a1ittle to him. 


=, Comb. Your Father, as I live, Sir, below, —— juſt come in. 
Fred. What the Devil, art thou mad? \ [ Looking frowningly. 


. 


Lady. Pſhaw, tis impoſſible, he has not ſtirr'd Hand nor Foot this 12 Month. 
, Comp. For all that, tis certainly he, Sir; peep down Stairs here, you may 
hs him... -; [ Fred /ooks. doton. 
Fred. Tis hey or the Devil in his Shape, by this Hand. 
Auen. He! why he's crippled, he can't move. 


_ Comb, Sir, it proves otherwiſe, I made ſhift ro pump juſt a word or two 


From his Man, who told me a late Fright he had, together with an extraor- 


=” dinary new Medicine he took laſt Night, had drove away the Gout to ſuch a 


depree, that he had got his Limbs agen; he's in a damnable Fret too, hark ye, 
Sir, he's coming up Stairs. 
Lady. Ods Lite, and no Cloſet, nor no Place for me to hide my ſelf in, 


F what ſhall 1 do? 


Fred. Nay faith, you muſt een make the beſt of a bad Matter now, and 


buff it out; you may eaſily out - face him in that Dreſs : P11 call ye Couſin, 


d' ye hear, Gent. my Father's below, he conjured himſelf lately out of the 
Window, you know, and now I ſuppoſe the fame Devil has hors d him hither 
however keep your Countenances, and this is my Coulin, d'ye hear? 
Bomb. She {hall be my Couſin too, it ſhe pleaſes, let him conjure old 
Nick to ſay the contrary. | 
Qucen. Faith, I ſhall believe the old Fellow rides Poſt with Satan in 


good earneſt, here! and come on Horſeback ! 


Fred. Now the Gravity of a reforming Presbyter, the Confidence of a well 


brib'd Lawyer, and the Hypocriſte of a young buxom Widow aſſiſt me. 


[Enter Sir Fumbler antiquelydreſt, and Piſtole. | 
What do I fee ! my Father! and able to come abroad too? This is an Ho- 
nour too great for my hopes, your Bleſſing, Sir. [ Kneels. 
Six Fumb. Ah! plague, — but I will contain my ſelf, Bleſſing! yes, yes, 
you Will have Bl you will force Bleſſings, Sir, a Cabinet full at a time, 
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had not my good Angel over-rul'd : Why, thou Villain, thou Reprobate, 1 
how dar'ſt thou look me i the Face, after what was done Yeſterday? ?: 
Fed. Why, what was done Yeſterday, Sir? For my part, I was not out 
of my Doors, I was at home all Day a drinking, as my Couſin here, and 
theſe can witneſs, © Sir Fumbler and Lady ftare at one another. 
Touch. Ay, Sir, we were all here drinking Proſperity to the New Houſe; _Þ 
we never ſtirr d, we | - ; "i 
Omnes. No, Sir, we never ftirr'd, we! | 
Bomb. Here are Church Proteſtants of this Reign for ye, how the Rogues 
catch the Lye at the firſt rebound. | To Piſtole.] Vir. will you pleaſe to drink 
a Glaſs here. I'II ſee if this Monſieur have any Honour in him. [ A/ide. 
Sir Fumb. Hah ! who's yonder, my Eyes dazzle ſure ? * 
Piſt. Hugh, Begar it be ſne. [_Foggs Sir Fumbler, and prints to Lady. 
Sir Fumb. The Devil it is! — but yet can there be two Faces ſo alike :-_ - 
Death! but that I know my Wife to be in Bed, and I'm ſure at this very mo- 
ment brooding over her new-born Kidd, and thar *tis impoſſible to be other- 42 
wiſe, I ſhould ſwear *twere ſhe, the very ſhe. | 
Piſt. She, She, and Morbleau, tis ſhe, me vill go and pump more out of 
dem yonder. | oes and [ts down with the Drinkers. | 
Lady. The Gentleman likes me, I believe, Couſin 5 pray, old Sir, look & 
agen, I'll turn me round, how d'ye fancy my Dreſs, tis the right London 
new Mode, which I love dearly: oh gad! I would not be out of the new - 
Mode one Day for more than Fll ſpeak of. | 
Sir Fumb. Oh! nay then Ell ſwear tis none of her, her Love of the new Mode 
has confirm'd me; but that plaguy roguiſh let agen there, is ſo much the 
ſame; ** two golden Medals of Queen Eligabeth are not ſo like. 
Lady. Well, Sir, does the Object pleaſe ye, I hope my Clothes are beco- 
ming, which are more than yours are, methinks; oh frightful! What a Garb+» 
is there, prithee, Couſin, who is this piece of Antiquity, he looks Juſt like 
ſome monſtrous Bird ſent from ſame remote Country, the farther end of the 
World, to be ſhewn here as a Rarity. whe | 
Qucen. Ha, ha, ha, ha. | 1 
Sir Fumb. Does he ſo, tis very queintly obſerv'd, your fluttering Lady ſhip 
ſhews like a Bird of a more modern Climate, you do, in troth, Couſin: Tho? 
this be a Stranger Relation, Sir, I hope you'll give me leave to claim, in 
right of you. | (To Fred. 7 
Fred. Ay, with all my Heart, Sir, all my waves are at your Service, 
you can marry no more of em, that's my Comfort. k 4 
Sir Fumb. Ah! cutting! — Dog! I 
Lady. I ſwear he ſhall change his Drefs then, I'll be no Kin to him elſe. 
®ween. Ay, that's but reaſonable, faith, Madam. | (I 
Lady. In that odious Ruff there hell be taken for ſome antique wooden 
Figure, to be ſet up at the end of a Hall; I ſhall be laughed at as I 0 
along the Streets with him. . | 2 
Queen. How he ſtares at her, and in what Confuſion, — why, this is a 
perfect Comedy. Ae Fred. 
Sir Fumb. The very ſame ton d Voice too; but then her miſlike of my Dreſs - i 


confirms me, this muſt be ſome lewd London Gimcrack, ſome Playrhouſe 
| 7 ting 


— 


nom ang rhe New, or, 

EF Haunting Couſin; they may well be Couſins, when every one of em is related 
to the whole Town; hah, and what a Crew of Rakehells he has got together 
toping vonder! but let em tope and be damn'd ; now to the Buſineſs of my 
eating hicher, d'ye hear, Sir? This it ſeems is call'd the New Houſe, very 
00d, the Houſe may be new, but the old Acres will be melted away quickly 
faith; and to put you out of all hopes of more from me, or ſucceſs in far- 
ther Projects about the Will, tho? *tis proper, you ungratious Wretch, you 
deny your Knowledge in the intended Robbery Yeſterday, for fear of the 
Law, ——heark/in your Ear. [ They obi per. 
Doro, Sir, I am an Engliſhman, and wont hear my Nation bely'd ; Sir, I 
love a good Pack of Dogs, I ſerve my Country, and Pay {winging Taxes with- 
cout grumbling); and dare you ſpread abroad ſuch a ſcandalous thing, as to ſay 

the French have taken Portſmouth ? Sir, you are a Scoundtel. | 
Piſt. Ecote, Ecote, me no ſay dey have, me ſay, q will taka dat, and all 
L 


4 oder Place, if one ting chance; hah, Motbleau, me ſay dat, and you be de 


Scoundrell too. Offers to fight in heat. 
&© Onnes, Come, come, no quarrelling, no 7 2 : 
= +» ook. Hark'ye Tauch- hole, do you take hold of ſtubborn Exgland, whilſt 


E 1 pull hot-headed France here back by the Ears. ; [ They part en. 
Bomb. This Fellow is all flaſh, flutter, and talk, therefore incapable of any 
+ Truft from me; I have found him out already. Aide. 


Cin. 1 but when, Monſieur, will the French do this? 

Pit. When, begar, when dey be able, when dey have deir Advantage, 
=  Jernie de French be wiſe People, when de Army be upon de Square, dey lie 
mug and tame as de Lamb; but if dey recruite and have de Advantage, den 
= * dey fall on like de Liofl. : 
. ouch. Ay, that's true indeed. 3 : EG 
Nen. Dflife, that I had but a familiar for one Hour, to obey my Com- 
= mands, and balk that old Knight's Humour a little; for I know he plays the 
Tyrant with poor Fred yonder. | 5 
2 MY, but you ſhall ſee his Reign at an end very quickly, take my 
1 ord, Sir. a YL ; | 
= Hed, Well, well, Sir, if you reſolve to be ſo unnatural, there's no more 
co be ſaid; there may yet chance to come a time. 3 
Sir Fumb. What, when your fine Plots ſhall take effect, Sir, when you ſhall 
= have the Will in your Poſſeſſion; ha, ha, ha, ha, No, no; Fool, that ſhall 
= never be whilſt I can conjure and fly out of a Window to ſecure it. : 
Lady. But what if he ſhould conjure too, old Gentleman, Couſin, I mean. 
Sir Fzmb. Why if he can conjure the Will out of my Cabinet at home and 
x ay it upon this Table, why then this Purſe here, with 200 Guineas in't, and 
Notes for eight hundred more, I will before Witneſs here give you, to buy 
more kickſhaw Dreſſes with: Couſin, ha, ha, ha, he conjure! 
Feed. If ever one would wiſh to go to the Devil for a Spell, he could not 
de more tempted than now. , | 
9 Lady. Hark ye, Sir, [ Taking Fred aſide.] The Secret being now ripe, 
1 which 12 had known ſooner had not they interrupted — To ſhew ye I was 
Aeſign d for your better Genius, and not todefer your good Luck any longer, 
bere is the Will. 1H | {Gives bim a Soo, 


__ * 
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Fed. Hah ! what ſay'ſt thou, Angel? Eagerly: * 
Lady. The Will, Sir, he gave it me two Days fince to read, and I never | 
put it into the Cabinet fince; tis the very Will you may depend ont. 
- Fred. What, the very, very, very, very Will, is't poſſible? Oh! thou charm- 
ing, dear, ſweet, heavenly — "(x neels tranſported and embraces her. 4% 
Vie Fumb. The Fopl's =" her Bleſſing; ha, ha, I believe he takes her 
for his Mother-in-Law indeed. 

Lady. Smother your Surprize, and keep 7 85 Countenance, let's try if we 
can ſnap him in the Wager. [ Apart.] What, Couſin, have you no Skill 
in Magick then, methinks a young Gentleman ſhould never fail of raifing a 
Spirit to oblige-a Lady. . - | 

Sir Eumb. No certainly, and what a Wardrobe of Cocking-heads; bumble-- 
tail'd Manto's and furbilo'd Petticoats, will a thouſand Pounds buy, — hah, 
what ſays your Mephiſtophilus, will he bring it, here's the Money ready.” 

IG | | [ Lays it doum. 
- Fred. Faith and Mephitophilus, I thank him, as readily has brought it, 
there's the Will. | [Los it dotun. 

Lady, Ay, and my Pocket is as ready for the Purſe here; nay, tis ſo old 

Gentleman, by Queen Elizabeth. | Smatches up the Purſe.” 

Sir Eumb. What's fo, what's fo, what Will, what Will > Offers to tate 

| [ back the Purſe, all binder.. 

Fred. What Will, why the very Will, Sir, my Uncle's Will, read it Qweenlove.. 

Lady. Yes Sir, the very Will, what d'ye think a young Fellow can't conjure- 
for a Lady as well as an old? that's a good ſeſt indeed. | 
Pit. Begar it is ver true, dat be Sir Lionell's Hand me vull ſwear.  - 

_Omnes, Ay, ay, his Hand it is, it muſt be his Hand. { Looking on t. 
1 Bomb. Good agen, theſe Knights of the Poſt will give him no occaſion to 
ire em. | 
Sir Fumb. Why ye Cheats, Wizards, Pickpockets, Death, will ye make 
me mad! is not the Will ſafe lock'd up in my Cabinet at home, and has not 
my Wite-the Key ? | 

Fred. No, I and my Friend OFT have conjur'd.it out, I tell ye, 
and there tis, — come read Will, — leave nomine dominys, and let my good 
Uncle's Soul and Bgdy reſt where tis proper; come to the Solids, quick, 
quick, here, here, dear Rogue, Item, Iten, Item, oh! here, here, ſtem, 
give and bequeath to my Nephew Frederic Old mode, I, here lam, faith, let's 
ſee, one, one, one, one Jacobus broad Piece to buy a Ring, a Pox o'the De- 
vil, is that all? . 85 

Sir Fumb. By Queen Elizabeth, the very Words and Hand- writing. 

Queen. Iten, To my Niece Lucia, Daughter to my Brother Sir Fumbler, II 

ive the Sum of Ten thouſand Pounds, to be paid out of my Eſtate ſix 
onths after my Deceaſe.. | 

Fred. There's News for you, Sir, however. | 

Sir Fumb. Confuſion ! what tan be the meaning, of this | 

Queen. Item, All the reſt of my Eſtate, real and perſonal, Goods, Chattles, 
Money, and Jewels; amounting to the Value of Fifty thouſand Pounds Stet» +. 

ling, I give and bequeath to ar lie Gertrude, ſole Daughter ay beloved 
Brother Bernard O/dmode, whom 1 do. make my full andayhole Execurar.. Ik» 


. 
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think that News, Sir, has made you ſome amends for your broad Piegg® * 
- * Fred. Ay gad, that News has reviv'd me agen, I know not where I am. 
Sir Fumb. Left it under three Locks at leaſt, beſides Bolts and Bats. 
_.  Fredand Queen. both read.] On, on, dear Rogue, to be paid and delivered 
To my aid Niece Gertrude at her Day of Marriage, goed, provided my Bro- 
ther Sir Fumbler have no Heirs Male before his Age of HMty three, or hers of 
fifteen, which will happen at the ſame time. | 


Lady. You may banter the old Man rarely upon that now, for he thinks 
himſelf ſecure by that Article: . | . 


>” wy 


. | Fred. What's that, provided —— hum —— hum 
| Sir Fumb. Oh! d'ye hum at that, my conjuring Coxcombs, provided my 
* aid Brother Sir Fumbler have no Heirs, but you ſhall know that the ſaid Sir 


Fumbler has an Heir, that ſhall wipe your Noſes, and fo, tho' your Devil Me- 

Pbiſtophilus, your Couſin Lindabrides, and your fornicating Magician here, 

have trickt me out of a Thouſand Pounds, there's Fifty ouſand more yet 
good to pay for a Chriſtning; and which refolving to calebiate initontly, I in- 
Vite ye all to the Old Houſe, wherein ſpite of the Gout you ſhall fee me dance, 
nay, Iwill ſing for Joy the old famous Song made upon ſuch an occaſion, the 
Mincheſter Chriſtning; as for the Will, Doctor's Commorn's {hall relieve me. 


43 Fed. Oh! Sir, we defire but a Copy, and you ſhall have it agen. 
% Sir Fumb. And ſolleaveye, Sir, to practiſe more Spells and Charins, your 
1 Arts-Maſter will be 3 for your teaching one Day, come Monſieur. | Exit. 

Omnes. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha. | £ : 

Pi. Come, come, begar, he vill no believe me for all dat, he be de ver 
dull old Fool; vat is dis laugh, ha, ha, ha, oh! dis be ver fine Engliſh 
breeding, hoh, ha, hoh, ver goor. | Exit Piſt. 

Fred. Ha, ha, ha, ha, this was the luckieſt Turn upon him that could poſ- 

2 bly happen, — thou Miracle of Women, and much good may't do thee with 

__ thy Purſe; by Apollo tis even too ſmall a Reward for Wit of ſo principal a 
42 Oo but what's to be done next, about this Chriſtning, the main Wett 
of the Plot it yet unravell d. | : 
. Bxcen. Nay, when he finds himſelf diſappointed of his Son and Heir too, 
he mult expire, that's certain. "167 oh ; 
Lady. *Twill be time then to put him out of his Pain, his Plate and Jewels 
too are in my Poſſeſſion; I have been diligent to provide the Ingredients pro- 
per fox Pleaſure, dear Fred, twill be your Bufineſs to manage em gratefully 
ereafter; I have likewiſe a ſham Child ready upon occafion, but if you can 
get off the Heireſs to Night, all things will ſucceed without, and then if the 
tham Chriſtning proves the real Funeral of his Hopes, let him chew upon 
4 this Sentence, 1 ä | | a 4 
1 - To equal Youth, concurrent Joys belong, 2 
or But Plagues to th' old, who dare to wed the young. + [Exit. 
Fred. Tis wonderful, to think how far the force of a Woman's Fancy can 
hurry her; nor is it eaſie for me to ſteer my ſelf between the two Extremes, 
of Nature on one fide, and Gratitude on Yother: Tho' my Father has bin too 
little indulgegt, I muſt not ſee him ruin d, eſpecially when done with a vi. 
ious Intention bearing che Face of Juſtice z I'll then contrive an ally of 


* | "Fucceeds, which we will preſently go about, I think her Conſent to marry me 
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ill waſt but little time; you know your Story, Friend, to deceive th old 
half witted Magiſtrate, and I'll get on my Diſgniſe in a moment: Gent. you 
* fhallfet your Hands out, if you pleaſe, in the next Room, | 
Fowler. Where you pleaſe, my noble Heart, hey, the New Houſe, the New 
Houſe. 1 | 
© Onines. Yukes, Yakes, there ſhe goes, my Lads; hey, the New Houſe, 
the New Houſe. 1. ; 8 [ Exeunt. 
Fred. Come, dear i, I hope this is no Whoring, nor without Profit 
neither. r 


SCENE l. 2 


Enter Maggothead and Don Tomazo. 1 
D. Tom. Mr. Mayor of Coventry, I make but few words, I have been bred: 
in Spain and obſerve a Pundctilio; there's no more to be ſaid but this then, 
One good turn deſerves another, open me but the way to your Ward Gazzy, 
and Iwill open to you the Lock of the Spaniſh Trade, and you ſhall be tit. 
greateſt Mrn in your Country, voto. | 3 * 
Magg. And ſhall the whole Wooll Factory, d'ye ſay, be under my management?! 
D. Tom. All, all, even to the laſt Sheep in * tho it be a 
black one; which now in time of War, the Commodity being prohibited, will 
way ina Mint of Money. | 
agg. But pray, Signior, let me reaſon with ye a little, does not an Em- 
bargo upon Ships cramp ye now and then — Il ſound him cunningly, Safes 
the word; I know a Spaniard can brag, tis likely he may lie too: | Aſide. 
D. Tom. Without doubt, if all Orders were nicely executed, different Oe⸗ 
currences would daily * but there are always Helps for Contingencies - 
and aſſure your ſelf, Magittrate, ſome great Men in Buſineſs, like Watermen 
at their Labour, can look one way and row another, one ſhall hardly get an 
Office near the Queen without an Aſſiſtant at Court, nor thrive at Sea. by: 
- Merchandize, without a Friend in the Admiralty. 
. Magg. Why truly, a Friend there, as you fay,” may be very proper in your 
Affair, but then he mult give better Diſpatch than thoſe employd in Court 
Buſineſs; I kde one that depended on a great Man for 13 Years together, 
and had his Promiſe conſtantly every Morning, who at the end of the time 
deſired him to put down what he would have done in Writing. 
D. Tom. Nay, to promiſe and to forget, are certainly there very current : 
Commodities; I heard you were balk'd your ſelf at Court once, which has 
rais'd your Spleen ever ſince ſo much againſt Monarchy.” | 
- Magg. Why the plain truth ont is I was ſo, it colt me near Five hundred 
Founds in Treats and Loans, to a high fly ing Raſcal there, who promis d to 
ger mea Place under King Charles the Second; I was to be, let me ſee, IwWas 8 
to be Squire of the-Chamber-por, he told me 1 * of the Body was too mean 
a thing: You muſt know Iwas young, and not ſo wiſe as I am now, for would! 
I raight be hang'd if the Rogue did not make me believe, that when one Life 
tell, I ſhould intallibly come in for Lord of the Bed- chamber. | - wh 
D. Ion. This was a plaguy Chowle indeed; Signiot; but I ice ie A 
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him out in time, got into the Country, and have ever fince ſtuck to your 
Trade, and grown rich —— A Clothier I underftand. "HIT ". 
Magge Yes truly, for if I had ſtuck to my Courtier, I had ſtuck $0.2 Jail; 
where he was thrown preſently after, with half a dozen Executions upon his 
Back; but I loſt every Penny of my Money, and have only bought the Expe- 
rience to give a Caveat to all my Friends, how they loſ& their time in atten- 
— Courtiers, with 1 85 to be Squires of the Chamber-pot. 
D. Tom. Sir, your Diſſike not only of Courtiers, but alſo ofthe Government, 

A * anſwers che Punctilio of your Friend and humble Servant, — Come Signior, ler 
things work, let the War go on, let the Privateers rob, we'll make a noiſe 
rail, cry out upon Management, — but hark ye in your Ear, if one Ship in 

eren come home ſafe, we'll grow rich for all that, voto. | 
Magg. And do you think, Signior, the Spaniard will do any conſidera- 
ble thing this Summer. | . ; 
D. Tom. Do any thing, no, no, Signior, the Spaniard never does any thing, 
tis not his way, he values Eaſe and the Punctilio of State too much for Action; 
he fits at home, and contrives what other People are to do; it he would do 
any thing he'd take more care of his Gold Mines than to let other Nations 
enrich themſelves whilſt he was ſtarving for want on't: But come, Sir, this 
and alFother Secrets relating to Wealth and Honour, ſhall be yours, favour 
me but with a fight of this young Lady ; for to ſay Truth, the pretty Cha- 
rafter I have had of her, inflames my Curiofity. 
Magg. Ay, that pretty Character is, ſhe is rich and young, and as he hopes, 
a Fool. Humh, let me conſider a little, tis worth my while to know the reſt of 
his Secret, and he only deſires a fight of her, and what ſignifies that, Fll venture 
that Madrid Face of his for charming her, eſpecially if Iam by. { Knock toit hin. 
Sir, ſome body knocks, and I ſuppoſe upon Buſineſs with me, pleaſe to walk 
into that Room, and Il come and diſcourſe farther to your Satisfaction preſently. 
D. Tom. Signior, Fil wait your Punctilio with a becoming. Patience. 
| Exit D. Tomazo. 
Mage. This Fellow, I warrant, would not cough nor ſneeze if it differ d 
from his Pundtilio; tis a ſtrange tiff Coxcomb, but may be of uſe to me by 
way of Trade, and if I can fool him tis laudable, and no Offence to Con- 
Frience in the leaſt, not in the leaſt, ods pretious, how now. 
Enter Smicket. ; | | 
Smick. Sir, Mr. £xeentove is below with a Lady to ſpeak with you, and 
a Man in black, — I think he's a Parſon. 3 "i 
+ Mogg. Oh! are they come, that's well, he ſent me this Letter to Day which 
very much pleaſes me, the Contents of which are, that he has perſuaded his 
wild Friend Frederick to leave off all fruitleſs Hopes of compaſſing his Couſin 
Gatty, and in liew of her, has offer d him his Sifter ; who, tho' not ſo rich as 
ſhe, is a good Fortune too, but upon this Proviſoe, that he and I will farther 
his Defign of marrying Fred's Siſter, Mrs. Lacia; and this ſeems ſo pat for 
my parpoſe, that I have embraced it with all Joy imaginable; ha, ha, ha, and 
accordingly have ſent for her, to be ready in the Garden at a certain Hour, to 
de inform d of an Affair that nearly concerns her: I have agreed too their Meet- 
ning ſhall be here as he deſir d, he has brought this Parſon, I ſuppoſe to do 
de Buſineſs between ber and his Friend Fred, and himſelf and Lucia; good, 
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now if! 5 in another Couple upon my own accompt, who can blame me; 
What, Sate's the word, ſure I was born with a Cawl on my Head, things come 
Jo ſtrangely lucky; for I have now work'd this ſimple young Creature ſo much 
. to my ill that I'm ſure ſhe dares not deny me any thing, fo. that ſhe'll be 
ready, and here's a Parſon fan pop into a; W169 almoſt whether I will 
or no; what hinders then but I diſpatch my Buſineſs too out of Hand, pay the 
lack coat well for doing three good Turns inſtead of cwo, wipe all Pretenders 
oſes, make her Uncle a Coxcomb, who, the Frenchman tells me, has bin dam- 
+ nably trick*d about the Child, and before to morrow noon be Maſter of her, and 
conſequently her Fifty thouſand Pounds; here's Wit now, here's Policy, ha, ha, 
ha, ha, and ir ought to be ſo, what, ſome wiſer than ſome : Where's you 
_ Miſtreſs, Smicket * | 5 
S mich. In her Chamber, Sir, undreſſing to go to Bed. , | | 
Magg. Oh! you muſt defire her from me to defer that a little longer; hum, 
a ſudden Thought comes into my Head that may cunningly chowſe my Spaniard 
here too, whoſe Secret in Trade J long to know, and yet not expoſe Gant at 
all; he has never ſeen her, and therefore this wang here trick'd up a little in 
better Clothes, may ſerve as well; ods pretious, it ſhall be ſo, and then have] 
the leiſure to manage me own Affair rarely: Hark ye,Mrs.Smicker,l have a ſmall: 
Affair to intruſt you with, which if you cunningly manage, will ſingularly ob- 
lige me, and for which you ſhall be well rewarded. 
Smick. Well, Sir, a good Reward for a piece of good Service, is no falſe Latin 
Magg. Well then, you ſhall have your Inſtructions preſently, in the mean 
timetell your Miſtreſs I would ipeak with her before ſhe goes to Bed. ¶ Ex. Sm. 
Here comes Qucenlove and his Siſter, now to manage theſe firſt, then to my 
own golden Plot; ods pretious, my Brain is ſo full of Wir, methinks it-over- 
flows, to manage three ſuch ſwinging Intrigues at a time; hah, go thy ways 
little Mayor of __— thou'rr a prodigious Fellow. 
Enter Queenlove, 2 Parſon, and Frederick di/gurs'd in Womens Clothes... 
Qucen. Mr. Mayor your moſt humble Servant. 
Magg. Mr. Queentove, --, Friend, y'are welcom, and ſo is your fair Siſter, 
Looking wiſtly at — ell, d'ye hear, I am mightily pleas'd with your: 
Letter, and ordering of things, but where is this Frederick £ 
Qucen. Sir, he's gone about an urgent Affair, and can't appear till tomorrow: 
Morning; the Truth on't is, Friend, for Fll keep nothing from you, my Siſter 
has lately been courted by a young Officer of the Army, and tho 'I have broke it 
off, ro make way for this Match with Freder:ck, yet I know he's now upon the 
hunt for her, and has ingag d a Party of his Red-coats to carry her off to Night, 
which Fred as ſubtilly prevents by watching his Motions, and ingaging a Party 
of his Friends to oppoſe em, if need be; then if we can but ſecure her till Morn- 
ing, this good Man, whom we have hir d to be in readineſs, ſhall make all ſafe. - 
Magg. Sate! why Sate's my word, Mr, Qucenlove, nor have I beennegligent: 
in your Buſineſs; the Damoſel in the Garden yonder expects ſome Knight Er- 
rant to relieve her, aud if you do get tenthouſand Pounds by th Adventure, ! 
think you have no reaſon to g-1'ch a Benefit to your Friend. | They embrace 
Fred. A treacherous, tanaiical K! Afade. -. 
Queen Who, I grutch thee! why thou art my Choſen, my Boſom intimate! 
gad, I m ſo fond ot thee, Ibelievel ſhall come over to thy Opinion and Party 
| | 8 5 13 : Aagg, Do... 
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Mag. Do, do, faith, and then thou ſhalt ſee how Fortune will ſmile upon 
thee; no good Hits will come on t other ſide; believe me, I tell thee there's 
ne ler a high Chatch Fellow of em all will ever die worth a Groat. | 
Queen. No, tis evident your Party carries away all the Wealth; well, but 
Magiſtrate, to bring our Project to a happy Period, whilſt I haſte yonder to 
the Garden, to conduct my dear Charge from thence, be ſure to take ſpecial . 
Care of my Siſter, for this damn'd hot-headed Officer will be certainly climb- 
ing of Windows if he has the leaſt hint of the place, and hopes of getting her 
oft; fairh, I would not adviſe ye to venture her ina Room by her ſelf. 
Magg. By her ſelf! ods pretious, Mr. Qvecenlove, why ſure you don't take 
me for ſuch a Fool —no, no, I warrant ye Il fecure her efteQually ; hark ye, 
ſhe (hall lye with Miſs Garry. | 
Fred. Oh! heavenly Rogue, how that Word has fir'd me. [ 4/ide. 
Enter Miſs Gatty. 
Magg. Lock ye, here ſhe comes, halt undreſs d already, ſhe ſhall lie with her, 
d'ye ſee, and in a Room barr'd wich Iron as ſtrong as the Tower of London; 
may, let me alone for Management of things, Sate's my word, ſome wiſer 
than ſome. 5 7 „ | 
Miſs. What d'ye want { Tawns.] with me, Sir, indeed you muſt make 
taſte if you have any thing to ſay, for I'm 1o ſleepy. 2 
Magg. To ſay — why you are to have a Bed- fellow to Night, Miſs Garzy, 
this Lady here, this proper Lady; humh, on my Word, Mr. Qucenloue, ſhe's 
a very graceful Perſon. | | 
8 ®ueen. Ay, Sir, ſizeable enough, ſhe has not bin ſtinted in her Diet, nor 
bringing up. . 
| Miſe The Dewce take him, now has he ſet me a wiſhing for my Coufin Fred 
agen: A Bed-fellow! oh law! what this huge, long: ſided, ungainly thing. 
[ Apart to Magg.] Indeed I won't Tie with her, not I; I warrant ſhe'll tumble, 
po kick, and play ſuch Horſe- play, that Iſhall lie naked on the Floor before 
orning. | | 
Fred Oh tempting Creature! by Heaven I can hardly contain my ſelf. [ Aide. 
Queen. Oh! never fear, Madam, my Siſter will lie very quietly. 
Magz- Lou mult know ſhe has never lain with any Body yer, but her Lap- 
dog, and ſhe's ſo ſhy, + | | 
Miſs. Oh good! Mr. Queenlove, is it his Siſter? he's my Coufin Fred's 
Friend, I mult be kinder to her for his fake: Well, Madam, I beg your 
Pardon, you may chance to prove another ſort of Bed-tellow than I expected. 
Fred. Ay, or elſe the Devil's in't. [ A/ide.] I warrant ye, young Lady, 
I'll not diſturb ye; my Hearr's ready to come out. . 
Mags. Ay, av, I warrant you'll agree well enough together when you're 
warm abed; what ſay you, handſom Lady, I hope you like your Bed-fellow. 
Fred. Yes indeed, Sir, I'm over. joy d. 5 
Magg. Your Brother, I ſuppoſe, has told you my Deſign, therefore pray 
give her a licile good Advice; give her a touch upon my Accompt now and 
en | [ To Fred de. 
NM. Well, ivads, now I ar't fo fleepy as I was, I Iike my Bed fellow a 
eat deal verter than I did; for ro my thinking ſhe's very like my dear Cou- 
Fred: III fear there's his Noſe exactly, and now ſhe leers upon 8 
A : a es R 
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ogles, as they call it; there's juſthis ſhining Diamond Eyes too, as if they had 
been cut by the ſame — and his Shape and Hei Ht ſo right, 4 ' 

well, [ſhall fancy 'tis he however: Come, Madam, will you go to Bed then? 

Fred. Ay, with all my Heart, ſweet Creature: d'slife where am I? [ Afide. 

Magg. Why then all things will cotton as they ſhould, Miſs Gatiy, you 
muſt let this good Man have two or three Words with ye by way of whole- 
ſom Counſel, and then he ſhall withdraw: Go Reverend, go in with em, 
and do your Duty. | Gatty frowns at firſt, but at laſt exeunt with Parſon, 

Now, Mr. Qucenlove, does not every thing fudge right and purely? 

Queen. Ay, 5 why thou art the Miracle of Men in Buſineſs. 

Magg. Nay, Safe's the word, let me alone for Management: Go, get you 
to the Garden, and fetch your Spouſe that is to be. Luſt now ſet another 
Under · ſpring a working to trick my Spaniard, and then regale in my new Bleſ 

z tis in my Brain, tis my Fortune, and remember, Mi. Quecenlove, Safe's 


my word ſtill, ſome wiſer than ſome. fore Maggothead. 
Queen. Ay, that's true indeed, ha, ha, ha, ha, my politick e- pate, 
and tis as true, ho | 
That in the Bank of Wit, thoſe have leaſt ſhare. 
That in their own Conceits the wiſeſt are. [Exir. 
| End of the fourth AF. 
Maggothead ſolus. 


Mage. H ha, ha, ha, ha, why this is ſuch a Plot, ha, ha, ha, ha, this is 

ſuch a Plot, that I defy all the Spaniſh Politics to parallel, ha, 
ha, ha, ha, to oblige my doubty Don here who defir'd a fight of Garty, that ſol 
might get to the bottom of his Secret, I manag'd Smicket to perſonate her Mi- 
* ſtreſs, which accordingly ſhe did; but now my overwiſe Spaniard defigning, for- 
footh, to out wit me, and believing her to be the Heireſs, ha, ha, ha, ha, has 
ſtol'n her away, I believe, for I can't find her, ha, ha; what will come on't] 
know not, nor care, I have my Ends of him, and I think am in pretty good 
Forwardneſs in my own Affair. 

Enter Combwig with Clothes. 

Comb. Good morrow, Friend, do you belong to this Houſe, pray? 

Magg. How now, who have we here? well, I ſee Mirth and an airy Humor 
alters a Man ſtrange d: Now I make no ute of the grave Look I us d to put 
on, this Raſcal can ſee no Authority in my Face; and what have you to do 
in this Houſe, Sir, that you would know who it belongs to? 

Comb. Hah! | know him now, 'tis the Mayor himſelf, but what careI, I'm. 
ſure our Buſineſo is done by this time, therefore FU proceed, and take no notice 

that I know him. [Ad.] Nay, nav, for that matter, my Buſineſs is not ſo-- 
much, I would on'v be inform'd in what Room my Maſter lies here. 

Mngg. Your Maſter lye here! ha, ha, this purblind ſerving Spaniel has 
miſtook my Houſc for the Jan that is at next Door, I'll be hang d elſe; and 
pray ho is your Maſter, Wilk-acte ? | 
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Comb. Who is he, Sir; why, Sir, he's one that's very well known to che 
Man of this Houſe, Mr. Mayor; 'tis the Gentleman that has newly married 
the Heireſs here, his Name is Squire Frederick Oldmode. TY 

Magg. Oh ho, if his Name be Squire Frederick Oldmode, tho his Marriag 
with the Heireſs you ſpeak of may he far enough off, yet he may be here 
quickly; you may wait, Friend, and I ſuppoſe it won't be long before he comes 
he marry the Heireſs, ha, ha, ha, alas! poor Wal nn Some wiſer than ſome. | Aſide. 

Comb. Comes, why, Sir, he's here now, and in Bed with the Heireſs, I tell ye. 

Mogg. Hugh, why one would think now *twere too early for a Fellow to get 
drunk this Morning already, and yet by his fooliſh prating it muſt be ſo, d'ye 
hear, Friend, to hinder ye from venting more of the Wir your Morning 
Draught inſpires ye with, know, that I am the Mayor himſelf; therefore, 
d'ye hear, no more ſawcy Foolery. 85 =o 

Comb. Foolery, gad, Sir, be who you will, Pm ſure *tis the wiſeſt thing 
Ican do to bediligent in my Maſter's Service; Mr. Qucenloue, who is with his 
Lady too in the next Room, told me on't, ſent me to ſee if my Maſter would 
rife, and accordingly I have brought him his Clothes here. 

Mags. His Clothes! why ye Clod- pate, if my ſelf or the Lady thou ſpeak'ſt 
of would admit a Bridegroom here, canſt thou think, thou ſhameleſs Sot, we 
would take him in naked without any Clothes on's Back ? 

Comb. Oh! Sir, he had Clothes on, ſuch as they were; Womens things, a 
Night-gown and Petticoat that ſerv'd to diſguiſe him, and make a Fool of I 


won't fay who, but here's his own Clothes, I affure ye. | Shews the Clothes. 


Magg. Mad, crackbrain'd ! Fil commit him into Cuſtody, for fear he do 
any Miſchief; the Fellow's far gone, who's within there? | 

Comb. Hah ! I think this, Mr. Qucenlove ſaid, was the Room; gad, fince 
7 can find no better Direction, I'll make ſo bold as to call to him my ſelf; 
Sir, Sir, I am ready here with your Clothes, and pleaſe ye. 

_ within. | So, ſo, Combwig, that's well, wait a little, ll come out 

reſently. | 
i : aan Brimſtone and Gunpowder, who is't I hear? [ Magg. ſtarts. 

Comb. Who is't you hear? why you hear him I told ye of, my Maſter, igad, 
and as honeſt a Gentleman, I'll ſay that for him, as ever quipt up an Heireſs 
worth Fifty thouſand Pounds at twelve at Night, and got her with Twins 
before one in the Morning, 

Enter Frederick in a Woman's Night-gown, with Breeches on. 

Fred. Come, Combwig, my Clothes quickly, prithee let me act the Herma- 
phrodite no longer ; good morrow, Mr. Mayor. | 

Comb. Od fo, I beg your Pardon. good morrow, Mr. Mayor. 

Magg. I am Thunder-ſtruck, blaſted, cleft in ſunder! a Hermaphrodite, a 
Devil ! ; [ Bawling out. 
_- tred. Oh! not fo loud, Magiftrate, prithee not ſo loud, my Spouſe may 

be frighted, and who knows, but ſhe may be breeding. | 
Magg. Here's a Scarrab, here's an incorrigible Oftspring of Satan; but 

hold, ſure tis impoſſible, let me look upon thee ; and art thou then no Si- 
ſter to Queenlove, art thou really Frederick ? | 

Fred. Why yes, really, I am Frederick, Frederick, the daring and the for- 
tunate: 1 have made bold to pur a ſmall Trick upon thee, Magiſtrate, but 


”o 


- 


. —— in the World, faith; come, ¶ To Comb.] my Neckcloth quickly, 
and my Perruke. | i {Is 1 himſelf this while. 
Magg. And haſt thou, oh! thou Brigadeer General of all the Whoremaſters 

in five adjacent Counties, haſt thou debauch'd thy Kinſwoman ? 
Fred. Debauch'd her, not in the leaſt, igad, I'm lawfully married to her. 
Magg. Married her ! ods pretious, that's worſe, I'm undone then, that's 
worſe by halt; it he had only debauch'd her, her Money would have ſoldred 
her tight agen quickly, as many have bin in the ſame caſe; but if t'other be 
done my hopes are quite loſt. | 4/ide.] But how, how haſt thou married 
her, in the Devil's Name? [ Eretting up and down. 
- Fred. Why, faith, we made quick Work on't, and the little Black- coat 
thou ſent'ſt in with us, did his Office very readily. 
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Magg. He did, oh! that the ſame Office may be done for him to a Witch. 


and that I might have but the Pleaſure of giving her. 


Fred. And as to Conſummation, you may be ſure I did not leave that Cir- 


cumſtance undone. | | 
Magg. No, no, your Circumſtances have both agreed, don't doubt in the leaſt. 
Fred. Gad, I muſt needs ſay, I think there was a joint Conſent, there was 
no fign of a Rape, whatever other things might be. T'll call my Spouſe to 
vouch for me: My dear, come, prithee come out, don't be aſham d, here's 


none but Friends. 
Enter Miſs Gatty. En 
Miſs. Well, fo I can come out, and look any body in the Face too that 
dares look upon me. | 


Magg. Oh! monſtrous ! ſhe's as impudent already as if ſhe had married a 
third Husband, or heard what the bawdy Midwives prate at forty Goſſipings. 


Oh! ungrateful Gipſey, haſt thou neglected all my cordial Inſtructions ? 
Doſt rhou not know that I would have provided thee a Husband of ſuch 
incomparable | | l 

Miſs. Incomparable — what, I wonder; oh law! pray don't talk no more, 
you can provide one thing incomparable. 

Magg. Parts! miſguided ignorant, Parts! one that e er long ſhould have 
ſignaliz d himſelf fo greatly, that | 

Miſs. Ay, but in the mean time, Pappa, you know, Safe's the word, 
ſome wiſer than ſome. | 

Fred. Ay, ay, well ſaid, my dear, we took time by the Forelock. | Embracing ber. 

Miſs. Ay, or elſe, it I would not have taken up with him, ivads, I believe 
I might have ſtay'd till I had been bald. ; 

Mage. Oh! unprovident Creature, did I not diet thee every Day with 
wholſom Counſel, and the choiceſt Cates of tender Affection? 

Mis. Piſh, ivads, I did not care a pin for ſuch tender Affection; and as 

for my Diet, if I had had you, I believe I ſhould have been ſtarv'd ; for you 


2 


would have fill'd my Belly with nothing but Marmalade, and now I ſhall. 4 


have a great many good things. 
Fred. Ay, that thou ſhalt, my dear, and as often as thou wilt too. 
Magg. Ay, with him thou wilt be ſure of three things, Ledneſs without 
Thought, Folly without Meaſure, and Prodigality without Conſideration. 
Mg. And with you Lſhould have had three worſe things, Lockram Shirts 
. to, 
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to make in the Morning, my Stomach turn'd after Dinner with Tobaco# 
Smoke, and an Afternoon's long Lecture with a ſtinking Breath. | 
Feed Ha, ha, ha, ha, thank thee for that Juſtice done me, dear Rogue, 
faith. | [Eises ber. 
Magg. Come, come, you're a Child, a Baby, you're ſo young, that — 

_ Miſs. And you are ſo old, that — I could tell what if I would; and I'd 
have you know, that for your calling me that very Name now, Pl! never for- 
give ye as long as I live: Child! ods heartly deathly wountlikins, oh law! 
he makes me ſo mad at the ven Thought on'r, that, ivads, I was going to ſwear ; 
Child! ye old Thrum, Calf! Spindleſhank: am I a Child, now Husband? 

| | TE Ke ; [ Iz a Paſſion. 
Fred. Oh! fie, no, my dear, thou'rt a ſtanch married Wife now, and as 
much a Woman as Heart can defire. 
Miſs. Look ye there, and does my Couſin Fred look as if he could not 
tell —— ah! Noſe dropper. | [ Pointing at bim in Scorg. 
Mage. Oh! prodigious! the Cockatrice has but juſt broke. the 560 and 
ſhews her Sting already. Here comes the t'other Limb of Bae/zebub, I ſhall 
grow mad, I ſhall ne er have patience to ſpeak to him. L going out. 
5 Enter Queenlove, Lucia, and Parſon. | 
Breen. What! my Friend! I hope you would not have been ſo unkind to 
leave us without wiſhing us Joy; here ſhe is, faith, at laſt, my Matchiavile, 
thank thy Diligence, and faſt enough too, the Parſon has been at Work this 
Morning, as early as *tis. 
1 Mage. Treacherous Devil! and is this the Return you make me? but who 
could expect better of a high Church Tory? | 
| Bxeen. Ha, ha, ha, oh! there was reaſon, faith, Republican, great reaſon. 
Magg. But I'll conſult my Lawyer, and call my Officers together ro hamper 
ye; Fil not be abus'd in my own Houſe thus, you ſhall know who I am. 
Fred. Hark ye, Magiſtrate, no buſtle, as you love your Carcaſs, tor I have 
half a ſcore Friends planted within hearing of a Whiſtle, that upon occaſion 
Will make ſuch a Havock amongſt your Bill- men, look ye, here's their Scout, 
3 * Comb.] therefore mum, Safes the word, ſome wiſer than ſome, 
” you know, | 
[. Magg. Ten thouſand Plagues upon ye, oh! my Head, my Brain. 
1 A Wite to miſs is but a trivial Evil, 
4 | Bur to loſe ſo much Money, that's the Devil. Exit. 
Queen. Ha, ha, ha, come, now let s make haſte off to ſome other place; 
thus far Fortune has crown'd our Wiſhes. | 

Fred. We have only one Scene more of the Comedy to act at the Old 
Houſe, which is, to ſee how my Father behaves himſclt at the ſham Chriſt- 
ning; for now there's no occaſion for palming a falſe Kid upon him, I muſt 
fettle ſome Affairs that Honour is concern d in; and then, dear Child, a long 

and conjugal Repoſe with thee. a7 { liuggs ber, 
. Ay, that's well, but no Child, Husband, no Child, you know 1 have 
a Pique againſt the word; oh law! dear Couſin Luc, ard are you a Wife 
too then, and have you been all Night with your Husband, as I have. 
Lucia. No, Miſs, not yet, but Im afraid he will make uſe ot his Huſ- 
band's Authority, and bring me tot hereafter, # 


. 
A a? 
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Miſs. Oh! I warrant ye, Couſin, you need not be in ſuch a feat, Marriage 
I not ſuch a terrible thing, as we think mun; but Couſin, d'ye hear, not a 
word more of Miſs z be ſure you take care of that, I'm a Wife pray. "i 

Lucia. Oh ! I beg your Pardon, I had forgot indeed, dear Couſm. 

Omnes. Ha, ha, ha, ha. : . LExeunt, D 


SCENE II. 


| Eater Abram and Bur rr. 
Abram. Let me have no more Diſputes but obey your Orders, his Worſhi 

is reſoly'd to celebrate this Day with Jollity and Feaſting; and I his hes 
and conſequently ſuperior to the reſt of Domeſticks, derermine to ſee all things 
decent for the Honour of his Houſe, the Old Houſe, d'ye mark me; I have 
therefore already given the Cook Direction about his Diſhes, and now, you, 
the Butler, fee that you are not wanting in ordering your Pots, Bottles and 
Glaſſes, your Wine and other Liquors z for if you fail, and Diſcredit hap-s 
pen upon this joyful Day, off you march, good by r'ye, ye troop, ye trudge, 
affirmatively. | ©: 1M 

Butl. Sir, I think I have given Proof of my Diligence, I'm ſure I fat up 
all laſt Night a papering of Biskets, and burning of Wine, for the goſſipin 
Women; [ ſhall make their Tongues run to morrow, I warrant ye there wi 
be no want of Cackling. 

Abram. And hear ye me, when you have ſugar'd and ſpic'd the firſt Flag-: 
gon of the burned Wine, bring me a Goblet full to taſt, that I may diſmiſs 
it with 1 | | 

Butl. Yes, Sir, I ſhall. Butler goes to a fide Table with Wine ont. 

Enter Sir Fumbler, Bombatd, Crimp, Hookem, Touch hole and Jowler. 

Sir Fumb. Is not the Midwife come with the Child yet, Abram 1 9 

Abram. Not yet, and pleaſe ye; but the time draweth very nigh in whick 
my good Lady promis d my little Maſter ſhould be forth coming. The Cu- 
rate is here already, he is drinking his parc of a Gallon of butter d Ale with 
the Fidlers; the Country, and like your Honour, are come in too, will you 
be pleas'd to hear their Jollity? f 

Sir Fumb. Ay, ay, with all my Heart, and let the Chriſtning Ceremony be 
done then afterwards, but firſt give me a Glaſs: Come, here's to ye all, and 
you're all welcome to the old Houſe. Major, come, to the good Succeſs of 
the War, may the Monſieur cringe as he did in Oliner's Days: And the Spa- 
niard, as when their renown'd Armado was burnt by our more renown'd Queen 
Elizabeth; Iwiſh it with all my Heart. 2 Abram, fee it go round. 
Abram. With particular Diligence, affirmatively. ' | 

Bomb. War, ha, ha, ha, ha, where's the Men, where's the Officers? what, 
will they take *em our of a wreſtling Ring,or in the Country Villages trom Sheep 
ſhearing? where's the Fighters, where's the Men for the War, I wonder ? 

Touch. Speak to him, orwler, take him up, a Mungrel, always Inarling; 
— bark at him, we'll ſtand by thee. [I him apart. 

Fowl. Where's the Men, where's the Men? what a Pox, are there no Men 
in the Kingdom, becauſe you are skulk d here to die in a Hole like an old 
Rat that has poiſon'd himſelf. Where's the Officers? why here's one, jw 
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» others; I my ſelf will leave off following the Dogs to be a Leader 


on ſuch an occaſion. | 
Hook. And I catching of Trouts. 


Touch: And I ſhooting of Pheaſants. - 4 
Crimp. And I, dear Box and Dice, and the merry 


Fowl. Ay, and every body elſe, and ſo away with the Health as *twas be- 


gun, my Lads, Succeſs to the War. 
Omnes. Ay, ay, Succeſs to the War. 


theſe Muſical Diverſions. = | 
Here follows comical ſinging and dancing, then enter Pro 


— 
— — 
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Elladon, when Spring came on, 
kg 15 Silvia _ F 5 
h gay and young, and ſtill be ſung 
The ſweet Delights of Love + 
Wedded Joys, in Girls and Boys, - 
And pretty Chat of this and that; 
The Honey Kiſs, and charming Bliſs, 
Tat crowns the Marriage Bed. 
He ſnatch'd ber Hand, ſhe bluſh'd and fann d, 
Ard ſcem d as if Afraid; 
ar, ſhe crys, your fawning Lies, 
Poe vow'd to die a Maid. 


. 
TCelladon, at that began 
To talk of Apes in Hell, 
And what was worſe, the odious Curſe 
Of growing old and flale : 
Lofs 7 Bloom, when Wrinkles come, 
_ — * * when none toill mind: 
Ihe Raſie Foy, an arkling Eye 
__ Grown Puded 5 decay d. 4 | 
At which when Anown ſhe chang'd her Tone, 
And to the Shepherd ſaid, 
Dear Swain give der, ll think once more 
Before Pil die a Maid. 


Sir Fymb. How! my Wife without to ſpeak with me, ſayſt thou, and not 
the Child come, thou amazeſt me; how has ſhe dar'd to venture her ſelf 
abroad, and 


why has ſhe not ſent the rother ? | 
will ſatisfie your Worſhip her ſelf immediately, but defires to 


git Fumb. Go 


Prob. She 
be private. 


Main, by ove. 


; [AN drink. 
Abram. I will pledge the ſame likewiſe in one full Brimmer, affirmarively. 
Sir Eumb. Why God a mercy, ſo, now take your Places, and let us ſee 


Oy all fit. 
eme 
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Sir Frnb. Go fetch her hither. Gent. the Goſfips and Toms good Cum 
pany are making merry within, pray go ſee how ye like em. 
Fowl. Well, Sir, and when you want us to be Witneſſes we'll be ready. 
'Omnes. Ay, ay, we'll all be ready. [ Excant. 
Sir Fumb. Be ready ald they, pray Heaven they have occaſion; my Gout 
no is chang d to an Ague Fit, and I ſhake thro' very Fear: Hah! dle en 
Enter Lach Oldmode and Probleme. 
Eye ſight, this frightful 97 agen, how now, what are ce? 
Lady. Why, faith, no better nor worſe than her you took fer better oc 
worſe, e en your wedded Wife, Sir. 


to Bed at Night, and up agen and to Market next * be ſid 
any thing relating to me ſhould appear in that abotninable na 
15 Lab. W. I'll not believe it. 
ell, Sir, if J have not Power enough to ffrengrhed your Faith, - 

yet 1 muſt preſume to inform your Underſtanding, and ler vou know in &- 
word, that you can proceed to no Chriſtning. | 

Li _ What Fiend — thou that ans me ſo ! Wiſe 

umh; what, mult you have it agen? why your with. 

Sir. Loed in's Ear.) Will ye not — her yet? 4 Sir, our Wiss 
by word of Mouth, for as to any other Knowledge of hey—— 

Sir Fumb. Confuſion ſeize thee ! what doſt thou mean by this? 
Lady. Why, Sir, to ſave your Credit before People, Thavedefir'd this Privacy;, 

and to explain my meaning in few words, you are too old for Children. 


Sir Fumb. And what a plague haſt thou been whining for then; haſt *thow 


fool'd me all this while ? 
Lady. Why truly! have been praRtifing the help meet, Husband, but the fool 


ing part is equal between us; alas! you are too old indeed, Sir; Probleme 


there will tell ye more, ſpeak, Probleme. 
Prob. Why really then, I muſt needs ſay your Worſhip has been very un 


prolifick a — time. [M akes Curtfies to him.] Burn me like a Toaſt, the: 


Gour has diſabled your Worſhip ro an unforrunate degree, good lack a days. 
Sir Fumb. Ah! confound your Civiliries, now the Gout bas diſabled me, 


and yet within this two Days this damn'd Nightmare ſwore, I was as ram-- 


pant as a Cock Sparrow. 

Lady. And then tor che Scarramouch antique Dreſs yon made me wear, Sir; 
to ſhew you what a Veneration I bad for ir, I have us'd it in Effigie as the an- 
cient comaus did their Heroes formerly; 1 have ceremonially laid it upon a 
great Pile ot Wood, and have fer it on Fire. 


Sir E,mb. Monſter | Fury! thou kaſt not ſure? the gracious Model of 


Queen E/igubeib burnt ! this diſtracts me; Confuſion, no Chriſtning neither, 
I ſhall be laught at by all che World: No Child at all, no Boy, nor nothing * 
Prob. Nothing at all really, and like your Worſhip, gubd ck a day, you: 
have been 4 long time ſadly goury, in troth Sir. 
Sir Eu 2 Ger out ol 11.4 fight, ye Screech-ow), bot why, whete's: 
the Defigi of tus, what is this done tor? 4 
Lay. Why ic te plain truth muſt out, for your Son, Sir, your youNgy, 
your charming Sony Sir: 1 have not varied you ſee gf your Familys "tis 


wr 


4 - 


Sir Funb. y Wife! the Devil! what, and at an Iriſh Bogtrotter, 8h | 
4 
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true, 1 married ye becauſe I wanted an Eſtate, and he and-I were then ata little 
difference, but ſoon whe Love Fit return d; and finding E unnatural to in- 

cline for a Bribe to ſell your Niece to the French Fog for the Spaniſh Fool, I 
was teſolvd, by counterfeiting my ſelf with Child, to ſecure the Heireſs's 
Eſtate for my dear Fred, whom. I ſhould have married, and whoſe Love I 

= We beyond.che World, and think now I have deſerv'd-to enjoy it. 5 

Sir Fumb. Oh! unpattern d Impudence! can no ſenſe of Honour engage ys * 
to 2 Reflection? " LS I „ 8 
Lach. Honous, yes, I think I have ſhewn it by my witty Contrivance 

1 for your Son; and if there be any Reflection that way, it ſhould fall on you, 

B that have neither that nor Diſcretion neither; for if you had Honour, you 

f x * ous not have plotted with ochers to ſupplant;Frederic&; and it you had 


x Dilcretion, You would never have married nme. 
Sir Fab. Oh! Bradamant —— Lais —— what ſhall I call thee? -. 
Lady. Even what you pleaſe, I'1l call you but by your own dear Name, old 
Sir Fumbler, and tis enough in Conſcience; tis ſtrange that you old Fellows will 
never take warning, that you will all think your ſelves to be young active Cezars, 
and that you can leap the Rubicon as he did, when Heaven help ye 

* Sir Fumb. Very well, Termagant, I hope my Plate and Jewels are extant 

4 _ tho* my Son and Heir is abortive. © 4 
Tach. They are fate indeed, Sir, but you know if I ſhould chance to come 

- to ſeparate Maintenance, — or if Fred and I ſhould diſagree —— | 
Sir Fumb, Oh inſupportable! nay, then I am refolv'd to have Satisfaction 

before you leave the Houſe, Madam. or * 
| Lach. That you ſhall, Sir, and here's a Friend of mine will give it ye, I 
_ - doubt not, and guard me too from all your feeble Injuries. 

I. Emer Frederick, Mis Gatty, Queenlove, Lucia, Combwig — Piſtole. 
bY Sir Fumb. Hah ! my prodigal Son and Daughter, — my Niece too, all yok'd 
sand combind in my Diſgrace and Ruin; my Heart can hold no longer, my 
8” Eyes muſt ſhew my deep Reſentment. | Weeps. 
1 - © Fred, Hah! my Father in Tears! I. find then ſhe has been plaguing him. 
= > . Good morrow, Sir, what's the matter, I beſeech ye? 
= _SirEwnbButthatIknow thee loſt toallObedience, and may ſuppoſe too, even 
to human Nature, 1 would reaſon with thee, to know whether the Fiend that 

thus inſpires thee to crack rhe very Heartſtrings of thy Father, has any Limits. 

Fred. Sir, let me beg ye to explain your ſelt. 
| Sir Fumb. Explain my ſelf, thou Wretch, canſt thou be ignorant of my Diſ- 
. that art cauſe of all? Haſt not thou warm d this Serpent here to ſting 
mee, and for ſome trivial Errors which the Weakneſs of Age perhaps has bl ind- 

7 iy led me to, reveng d thy ſelf beyond a Foe's worſt Rancour: Perverted firſt 
my Wife, taught her to cheat me of Money, Jewels, and by a Trick the Will too, 

and for Reward given her inceſtuous Payment, all but a Reprobate would bhaſh 

to think on, and canſt thou baſely thus abuſe me more by urging Repetitiofis ? 

Lach. The old Gentleman is angry, my dear Fred, at my new Change of 

my Habit, and lixewiſe that his Chriſtning's diſappointed ; faith, I have been 
= ©, Jo plain to tell the truth, that when I marcied him I loy'd thee ſtill, and 

| would do ten times more to ſecure thine, which now, I hope, I need not 
D I Apært to him and Sir Eumb. f- 


ale 
2 


1 


— ” 


_- Hob Hold. — I muſt proceed ſtill like a Man or Rene the caſe is "i 
alter'd fince I ſaw you laſt. ¶ Embracing Gatty.] m now a Husband, this young 
Lady here my Wife, to whom my Oath has bound me to be faithful; tis true, 
your Wit helpt me to fin het For tune, and from her Fortune liberally Eil tha AH 
ye; Two thouſand Pounds added to what already you have of mine, when late 
þ Accompts are ſtared, Ill make a Preſent ſtill, provided that my Father's Fate «3 
* and Jewels be ſafe return'd, and given to his Poſſeſſion. | | p 
Lady. How's this! what does e lay? ©. | 
Fred. As for this Violence of Love to me, I lock on it juſt as a ſtart of Make: N 
- which would upon its turn fly off t another, and therefore is to me of leſs con- 
©  cern, eſpecially reſolving to be juſt, and leave the flaſhy Toyes of vailimour 
to Sale and reliſh the ſafe Joys of Marriage. | 
Lady. Tray tor, canſt thou be ſo un Any. A 2 | 9 
„Fed. Oh! fie, fie, chou mak'ſt a Forteit of thy Senſ&to call oz tis Tullice, CE 
and yhave nothing now to do but to repent and beg my Father's Pardon upo of 4 
you Knees, as we do for his Bleſſing, © And firſt know, Sir, for any at of 
nceſt we're innocent, and, tho? in — this Eſtate, I know-the Comforts 
that are ou uent, yet will your Favour be the beſt Addition: Give then your 


- Pardch, and the whole Remains I have of Lift ſhall ſtudy to deſerve it; for 
be affur'd,-Sir, that with me no Miſtreſs, nor any Pleaſure 1 wanton Youth is . 


dond of, can leaſe like Reconcilement to my Father; 

| Sir Fumb. Thou haſt o ercome me; blels ye, Kind Providence, and give me 
no your Pardons for my Weakneſs. - 8 f [ Raiſes en up. 
Mi Gatty. Oh law! ads, Im glad myUncle's Friends with me; but his 
ſtubble Beard prickt me tho grievouſly when he kiſft me. Jo Fred. 


Fred. I muſt prerume to introduce my Friend, Sir, a Man of Honouf ug 9 
deſerves my 2 Queenlove and Lucia knee AE 
| Sir Runb. My Bleſſing on ye; riſe, you will ſee my Tears elſe. ¶Rafſer fe. 
ERS Sir, K Bur from this time ne er ſhall have occaſion for any Trouble 
my want of 
ws bo Nor ſhalt a Minute of my Life hereafter be ſpent without bleſt 
Thoughts of your Indulgence. * _ 
Sir Fumb. Madam, to argue with you will loſe time,” your Plots being at 
an end, I now may breath, ànd only let you know, what the Law gives ye 
| you may make bold with, but my Bed no more. , ; 
Lady. If Curſes had Effefts like Spells of Witchcraft, how I would dole 
em yonder; hut ſince nothing can bring to paſs the bent of my Revenge, 
I'll make em by a ſullen gloomy Air, | 
Believe that is Contempt which is Deſpair. 

Prob. Ah! burn me like a Toaſt, I find I'm more likely to be kickt than 
preferr'd, as things go now, therefore I'll e en ſteal off. 

- Piſt. Monſieur Sir Eumbler, me do find dat here be ver ſtrange Concluſion 
of Attair, and derefore de Sum of Money and Jewel which you have of me, 
once more me tink ver reaſonable, dat you muſt refund. 

Sir Fumb. Not a Groats-worth, Sir, till your great Meonarch's an Emperor,” 
I tell you once more. As 

PI Begar den me vill ſwinge you off by de Law, me vill 

Comb. Hark ye, Monſieur, one word of bouncing and P'll have 7 ſent o 

EWgeales 3 
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v2 - ue You have 8 qua iy — aGen- Sos 
. . tleman in Diſguiſe at Sir — ye, I am the Man. 1 
Piſf. On! Morbleau, me all be hang; Ecote, I beſeech you, Sit, 0 Worb o 
- aur, _ me have one hunder Piſtole vox preſent to hu, my Son Don Tomaz, | 
Vos be now upon ſomeyer grand Affaire, fail give you one Purſe full. 
_ Comb. Well, Sir, 1 AA talk with-yow-abour;it. * 
Pift. Oh! here be my Son, begar, 1 great Lady, me e ſuppoſe dat þ 
be is marry; oh! \ ho have de large Heal, Ver wile, ver wife. &y < 
= + Enter Das Tomazo, a 2d Smicket wost'd, _ 
D. Tam Now, Signior, I Hpe I may be bold torfay, voro, I have antivent + 
motoſe Punctilio with a Stratagem natural to our Spaniſh Politique: 1 
have bob'd your wiſe Guardian Mayor too, Who, I hear, is crackt- brain d. 
onder for loſs, of his Heireſs, Hm I have archigved and married here in 
pite of ye by dim gt Brain and Merit. 3 
Fred. Ha, ha, bd who does Don Didgo Ale hci? ?: 


Qucen. . , Fknow not, o Management of his iſh Punct 20 
1 n 7% deer that, - Y 
_ BE Drege hs De Dont hes 4 

, Dona 


tes A 


woche Infanta at 
"Ry 2 Why 75 now, Suse a have WD 1 Foy 


ith ho. Bed 
e ee Knowledge, hah, who thall put me to 
your Pardon at preſent, Madam, Fax. otherwiſe 


"Ig Truly I muſt beg 
now. | 
1 Tan. I am diſgracdyabus'd, undone, voto, Fwill never pretend * „ 

1 Politician mo apr | * * 
Fp. ata diable is dat, vat alle my Son? „ 
1 Sir umb. Why nothing, but for the Hongur of Hows and Spain, be bas 
= - marrieda Gmb With five Pair of old rs and ody d Wr 
Wis. - PRE of a Fifty thouſand Pound Heireſs, that's all. 

pron. Vin! e has à large Head, Monſieur, ver wiſe, ver wiſe. 


out of — bog. proſper dat dey ah in Hand: On! Jerny de Chamber- 2 


4 Fred And now, Sir, if you * a we'll conſent be monty: 1085 torget 
a all Differences, th the Old Houſe and the New ſhall de united, and each alter 
miei regale its Friends. Marriage, methinks, has given me new Being, 
1 - and lect del of Vice that ituck upon me, belides Neon 
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